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To Bertha, Edith, 
Jessie (my twin) 
and Claribel — 


My sisters 

Tried and true — 

To them, 

The author of “UP,” 
(a mere brother) 


Acknowledges, 
With love, 
A great debt. 





Columbus 


By Joaquin Miller 


Behind him lay the gray Azores, 
Behind the Gates of Hercules; 

Before him not the ghost of shores; 
Before him only shoreless seas. 

The good mate said: ‘“Now must we pray, 
For lo! the very stars are gone. 

Brave Adm’r’l, speak; what shall I say?” 
“Why, say: ‘Sail on! and on!’” 


“My men grow mutinous day by day; 
My men grow ghastly wan and weak. 
The stout mate thought of home; a spray 
Of salt wave washed his swarthy cheek. 
“What shall I say, brave Adm’r’l, say, 
If we sight naught but seas at dawn?” 
“Why, you shall say at break of day: 
‘Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!’” 


” 


They sailed and sailed, as winds might blow, 
Until at last the blanched mate said: 

“Why, now not even God would know 
Should I and all my men fall dead. 

These very winds forget their way, 
For God from these dread seas is gone. 

Now speak, brave Adm’r’l; speak and say—” 
He said: “Sail on! sail on! and on!” 


They sailed. They sailed. Then spake the mate: 
“This mad sea shows his teeth tonight. 
He curls his lip, he lies in wait, 
With lifted teeth, as if to bite! 
Brave Adm’r’l, say but one good word; 
What shall we do when hope is gone?” 
The words leapt like a leaping sword: 
“Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!” 


Then, pale and worn, he kept his deck, 
And peered through darkness. Ah, that night 
Of all dark nights! And then a speck— 
A light! A light! A light! A light! 
It grew, a starlit flag unfurled! 
It grew to be Time’s burst of dawn. 
He gained a world; he gave that world 
Its grandest lesson: “On! sail on!” 





He’s Entitled to the Floor 


EORGE MATTHEW ADAMS is the personification 

of pep. Some day his life will be written up as 
a light to the path and a guide to the feet of the young. 
For he has accomplished a great deal, and did it all by 
himself. He had no early advantages. No fairy god- 
father hovered over him with a benevolent smile. 

In his youth he did all kinds of work for any wages 
he could get; and when he drew the wages he didn’t 
take them to the slot machines. He used his money to 
educate himself, to buy the wisdom of pedagogues and 
| professors. It was hard sledding for a long time; but 
this young man enjoyed difficulties. He is of a com- 
bative temperament, and he has cornered most of the 
| energy in the world, and he invented optimism; so diffi- 
culties and obstacles merely caused him to set his teeth 
together and climb over them. 

I have known him well for a dozen years, and have 
never known anyone better qualified to write a book 
that might be helpful and inspiring to the ambitious. 
Much of the counsel we get in books comes from people 
who have never studied in the university of hard knocks; 
their wisdom is strictly academic. But George Matthew 
Adams, who is at the head of a great newspaper syndi- 
cate, and whose name is known everywhere, fought 
every inch of the way to his present place, and he has 
a right to relate experiences and expound moral lessons. 

You will observe, as you read, his sharp, nervous 
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style of writing; that style is characteristic of every- 
thing he does. There is nothing sluggish or dilatory in 
his make-up. 

He is a fine illustration of the American spirit; the 
unconquerable spirit that abhors mediocrity and the half- 
success. And, having achieved an entire success, he 
is entitled to the floor. So let us turn over a page or 
two and see what he has to say. 


Emporia, Kansas, 
February 12, 1920. 
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Up 


F YOU will but engrave upon the tablet of 
your heart this little word — up —and let 
it lead you, you will never know how to fail. 


Everything grows up— beautiful fragrant 
flowers, trees, cities, babies, nations, the world! 


What you are in this big life is revealed in 
the way you interpret your up. It’s so easy to 
fall down. Anyone can do that, over and over 
again. But it’s how you get up that counts. 
It takes real courage to get up, and stay up. 


Long ago, that wonderful old patriarch, Ed- 
ward Everett Hale, said: ‘Look up — not 
down.” It is the watchword of every passing 
night, indicative of a sun-strewn dawn, this 
up of yours! 


The vision of this onward world is — up. 


No man ever fell so low but he desired to 
get up. It is the one great aspiration that the 
great God plants in our souls. 


But it isn’t enough to get up yourself. You 
must always remember that — 


“ He climbs highest who helps another up!” 





Up 


Fun 


So words are fortunately formed. Fun is one of 
them. I like the way it looks, even. It looks full of 
fun. I’m glad somebody thought of spelling “fun” 
F-U-N. Just think how it would look spelled any other 
way? 

It’s funny, but there is more fun in “fun” than in 


any other word in the world. And there’s more happiness | - 


in the word “ fun” than in any other word in the world. 

Wherever you put fun, there you germinate health, 
achievement and power. The biggest doers are the ones 
who get the most fun out of their work. And who put 
the most fun into their work. 

Liver pills, porous-plasters,) XYZ remedies — mere 
nothings, compared to fun, as a stimulator, ees 
and spuzzorator. 

Show me the man who gets fun out of work, and I 
will show you a person with a round face like a Jonathan 
apple and a glow like a full moon —also, one who has 
a complexion like a new peach and a digestion like a 
daddy rhinocerous. 

Fun! Gee, get all you can! 

And when you come in contact with a person who looks 
as though he were enjoying being miserable, poke a quart 
or so of your special brand of fun in his way. Then 
watch the sun creep up from the West! 

Faith, Hope, Fun, these three — but the greatest of 
these is Fun, 
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“My Better I” 


I AM dominated by a Man. He never leaves me. He 

haunts me — he challenges me —— he laughs to scorn 
the ways and means of my lower plans. He is my Great 
Man. He knows me. He loves me. 

His name is “ My Better I!” 

Where would I go? Where would I turn? Where 
would I step, how should I think? What should I do— 
and when? He tells me—“ My Better I.” 

No errors too gross, no pain too deep, no burden too 
heavy —“ My Better I” comes in to suggest — and 
save! 

Bigger than his time, broader than his age, mightier 
than all who oppose him— he stalks ahead, immovable 
as the sky, as eternal as the stars, this super-man, this 
guardian giant, this daylight ruler, this night-time 
watcher — “ My Better I.” 

He makes me unafraid. He cleanses my soul. He 
spurs my finer thoughts. He leads. He guides. He 
will never let me fail — ‘“‘ My Better I.” 

“ One soul there is that knows me as I am, 

Reads each pretense, sees through each futile sham; 

Goads me with scorning lip, with laughter dry, 

And dogs me night and day —‘ My Better I.” 





Your Eyes 


| Oe Se priamaiaie tell us that the eyes are the most 
intricately constructed organs in all the intricately 
constructed body —that more than forty separate parts 
make up the wonder of the lids alone! 

Surely they are fit windows to the soul — your eyes. 

The boxer fights with his eyes. The artist reflects 
his finished masterpiece in his eyes. The orator’s fervor 
snaps its fire from his eyes. ; 

What you tell to your experienced and knowing phy- 
sician, you tell with your eyes, unknowing. Your life | 
dances there. 

I like to study eyes. To me they are the most inter- 
esting of all the features of the face. They tell so much 
without. my asking questions. They speak so deeply 
without talking. Eyes cold and calculating, eyes warm 
and unchanging, eyes kind and loyal, eyes honest — eyes 
that you could build an empire in! 

Eyes blue, eyes grey, eyes brown, eyes black — eyes 
clean and square. 

Reverence your eyes; you will never have another pair. 
Give them rest and health. Give them light and beauty. 
Give them companionship with the fit and fine and great. 





_Let’s Try To Be Sincere 


HE word “sincere” is derived from two words 

meaning “ without wax.” Many years ago the old 
Romans used to mend broken vases with a kind of wax 
which would make the vases seem perfect, almost as 
good as though they never had been broken. So that 
the repaired vases used to resemble the genuine, un- 
broken vases. 

But to designate the unbroken vases, they used to talk 
about them as “ sincere” vases — that is, vases that had 
not been mended — vases “ without wax.” 

Now, then, to be “sincere” is to be your whole- 
hearted, genuine, “ without wax” self. 

It’s a great feeling, when you think of the meaning of 
this little word, to be able to say: “ There’s a man or 
woman who is ‘sincere.’” He is not patched up, he is 
sound, he is real. 

I have always liked the custom of closing a letter with | 
“ Sincerely yours,” ever since I read about the meaning 
of the word “sincere.” Somehow it gives a closing 
seal to a letter which seems to make that letter worth 
while. 

Let us try ever so hard to be “sincere” folks. First, 
sincere with ourselves, and then sincere with the whole, 
wide world. What do you say? 





Make the Best Terms 


LL life is a compromise. It doesn’t sound fine to say 

so but nothing is so blunt as the truth. We are 

constantly “trimming” in order to get— for we can 
give nothing unless we get. 

It takes a big person to “trade.” But that is exactly 
what the finest forces in nature do. They exchange, they 
die, they give up, in order that something better may pass — 
by and on. It’s so with character. It’s so with the 
rising of a nation. It is a vital part of the plan of civili- 
zation and of all progress. | 

If you have something to “ put across,” waste as little 
time as possible Make the best terms that you can and 
—get it through. For there is always something more 
important waiting to be done. 

Quibbling eats up time. Useless discussion ofttimes 
embitters. Make the best terms you know how. ‘Then, 
having made them, stick to them. 

Decision is a quality that belongs alone to the strong. 
It was Luther who once said: “ Here I take my stand, 
God help me!” This great man achieved what he did by 
coming quickly to the best possible terms. Read his life 
and you will know. . 

Make the best terms with life of which you are capable. 
You will never have another life. At least not around 
here. But be fair. Be just. Be honorable. 

And always remember that really it is easier to do 
right than to do wrong — easier to win than to fail. 








Work 


f I SAW a juggler. He was the most wonderful artist in 

his line that I had ever seen. He threw great knives 
into the air by the dozen, caught them all, and actually 
_ played with them while they paced a circle in the air. 

I watched a dancer, whose lithe form seemed like that 
of some super-fairy just dropped from Imaginary-land. 
Her form moved in perfect unison with the notes that 
gave rhythm to her movements. 

I listened to a man play upon a strange instrument. It 
seemed as though the tones played hide and seek — and 
then, like lightning, they would meet again, to trot in 

single, now double, now triple file, while the audience sat 
spellbound. ; 

The crowd applauded, while I sat fascinated, wonder- 

ing about the secret of it all. And this was the secret — 
work! 

Houdini, the great magician, once interestingly told 
about the methods he used in attaining his marvelous 

success, how, on reaching a town where he was to per- 
form, he immediately hired a loft, put up his traps and 
began to— work! And how, on trains, he sat for hours 
and evolved new tricks and mysteries, with which to 
dazzle millions the next season. 

The greatest actor I ever saw was Joseph Jefferson. I 
never felt that he played a part — he was the part. 

There never was, and there never will be, a royal road 

to achievement. But the road called “work” is free to 
-all— any man may walk with impunity over it, without 
one word of apology. 

If you want the immortal gods on your side — work. 
If you want your dreams to come true — work. 
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A Talk to a Boy 


ON reason why I am writing this little talk is that 
I often long to be a boy again. 

I know just how you feel, my boy, because I felt 
exactly that way. I wanted bigger folks to tell me things 
and to talk with me about things which I did not know. 
But they didn’t. I had to pick them up, one by one, the 
same as you will have to. 

You were made a boy, instead of a man, so that you 
might grow up. Everything comes about little by little. 
So while you are a boy — be a boy! Play and work and 
smile. Be a good friend to the other fellows and a good | 
sport always. Give and take. Then you will always 
have friends. Go in for every healthy sport. Keep clean 
in body and in mind. 

Learn to work with your hands, as well as to use your 
head. Think before you start to do anything — then go 
ahead and do it the best that you know how. | 

No matter what kind of a home you have come from, | 
try to make it a better one by giving something good and | 
helpful back to it. Be kind to your Mother. What she 
has given to you from her heart through her love, is 
greater than anything else you will ever have. 

Always be gentle and manly to womanhood and old 
age. The finer a boy becomes in this respect, the greater 
man he is sure to be. And remember that no matter 
what you choose for your life work, if it is something | 
useful, it will be worth while, 















Just Human 


ed the strangest thing in the world is this — that 

though we are every last one of us exactly human, 
still about 90 per cent of us are shy and afraid of the 
world and each other. 

I wonder why it is? The world was made for us all. 
| And we were made—every one of us—to be friends 
and to like one another. The world is big, and there is so 
much room for laughter and happiness, yet, how funny 
we are! If we dislike some particular human, we say so 
— generally to someone else. We call him names — and 
/ wonder why he is not like us. Well, the biggest reason 
why he is not like us, is probably because we are not like 
him. © : 
_ Weare all about the same in feeling and in desire. We 

long for and work toward about the same things. We are 
all — just human — after all. 

I wish we knew each other better. I wish we were 
more tolerant, more generous, more helpful, more desir- 
ous to give instead of to get. I would that everybody’s 
business belonged to us only in so far as we could help 
- and love and make it easier and more beautiful for chem. 

The greatest business in the world is smile-making. 
And the greatest profession, smile-giving. People hide 
behind hate and meanness — but never behind smiles! 
So let’s do what we can today to light up the world — 
most of all, our particular place of work and standing 
— with SMILE-shine. 


























The Kingdom of Heaven 


I NEVER worry about what is going to become of me 
after my work here on this earth is ended. I know 
that I make a lot of mistakes and I know that I try to do 
a lot of good. 

But my theory is that Heaven is here and now. 

In fact, I like the way Jesus put it. One day He was 
on his way to Jerusalem and someone asked him what 
the Kingdom of God was like. And, without hesitating, 
He replied that it was like a grain of mustard seed which 
a man planted and which soon grew into a tree, where 
birds came to lodge and rest. 

In other words, the Kingdom of Heaven is what you 
make of yourself — for the good of the world. 

And to every man and woman who does but this, there 
is an immortality both sure and secure. Good travels. 
a great deal faster than evil — regardless of the sneer of 
cynics. 

There are Kingdoms of Heaven in newspaper offices, 
in stores, in factories, in out-of-the-way places— | 
wherever the heart stations itself in determination to do 
sometning that shall help some one. 

Every man and woman is a God-affair. Were it not 
so, every mystery of great achievement, every work of 
lasting worth, every new knowledge of advancement 
would be like so much loss and disaster. 

The Kingdom of Heaven is — around! 





To Get The — “Thank You” 


FeV real men or women contend for money alone. 
We give that we may get. Also we get that we may 
give. Not in materialism, but in “Thank Yous.” 

Why did the soldier go “ over the top?” Why was he 
willing to risk his life, to go through privation and suffer- 
ing such as no words could explain? Just for this — for 
the “ Thank you” that would come later, from the man 
who led him, from the ones who loved him, from the 
country that gave him birth. 

The greatest things that we do in this world are done 
for the —“ Thank yous.” And the bitterest disappoint- 
ments are those that we endure when the “ Thank you ” 
does not come after we have rendered our service or run 
our race. 
| You are glad that you spent your money in the store if 

the clerk, in taking it, says —“ Thank you.” You are 
glad for the little service rendered to some stranger if, 
at the end, you get your—“ Thank you.” You are 
thrilled with the sacrifice made, if after what you have 
endured, you receive your — “ Thank you.” 

Spread out your “ Thank yous.” You can’t give away 
too many. And here’s a little secret — the more of them 
you give away, the more of them you have to give away. 
For they keep running back to you. 





Otherbodies 


I SHALL be glad when the Otherbodies in this world 
are greatly reduced in number. What is an Other- 
body? One who cares more about what somebody else 
thinks than for what he thinks himself. 

Tradition has a lot to do with the making of Other- 
bodies. False convention feeds an Otherbody. Thought 
cowardice always makes an Otherbody. 

No one ever heard of a leader who was an Otherbody. 
One is the opposite of the other. Knowing other people, 
experiencing their emotions, their desires, their hopes, 
their faith, is stimulating. For we are all a part of the 
common heritage of time and things. But being anybody 
outside our wonderful selves, that is personality suicide. 


Each of us is a very important creature only so long as 
we live ourselves into actions. 

Never mind what “they ” say. You do and live what 
YOU feel. 

Be a YOURBODY! 





Love Me, Love My Dog 


O MUCH of the judgment of human character seems 

to rest upon petty qualifications. “ Wonderful, but 

—.” “A fine man, but—.” There are too many but, 
but, buts, if, if, ifs. 

What we are, we are. That is pretty well established 
so far as our fundamentals are concerned. Also, what we 
are not, is quite as well set up as a fact. 

I believe that I am quite as other people in this respect 
—that I want to be loved for exactly what Iam. No 
more. I realize, all too well, that probably only about 
10 per cent. of what I am is worth loving or admiring, but 
_I want it to pass at that. And I believe that this is true 
of all of us. 

Our faults tag us about as do our animal pets. And 
while we do not care to take them with us into all our 
worlds of wonder, we know that they are in a way quite 
a part of us and we want them to share our hospitality. 

For, after all, the most impersonal things about us are 
many of the things that we would like to replace. While 
the very personal things that make up our best, we like to 
keep and constantly desire to improve. 

So, if you want your friend, love ALL that he is. 

And presently, both you and he, will appear and become 
much more than you either dreamed or suspected. 





The Conquerer 


‘¢T ET me sleep,” was the command of Napoleon, when 
retiring on the eve of a great battle. “ But in case 
of an unexpected crisis, wake me immediately!” 

The Conquerer is not afraid. 

Sheridan, riding his black steed over twenty miles of 
uncertainty during the civil war, after being informed 
of the conquering enemy, had but one thought in his mind 
—victory. So as he rode into the ranks of his terrified 
comrades, he cried: “Turn boys, turn—we’re going 
back.” And they went back. And won! 

The Conquerer lives on crises. Striking his will against 
the flint of his soul, he produces the fire that spurs and 
drives him to his goal. He alone is the happy warrior. 

The Conquerer is the visionist, the enthusiast, the deter- 
miner — the smiler! 

The scrubwoman may be a Conquerer. The worker at 
the most menial task may be greater than any Napoleon. 
Glory is merely recognition. The humdrum may have its 
disadvantages and discouragements — but it may father, 
in its way, Conquerers as great and as worth while as 
any of time or place. 

For the Conquerer first wins all of his battles within 
his heart. 





Pick Out Your World 


ie of you as there are, yet in truth you are 

so important that you may be given a world to 
rule. And upon your ability to rule with energy and 
courage, rests the dimensions of the world that shall be 
yours. The bigger the world, the more fun and interest, 
of course. 

The trouble with so many human beings is that they 
have been brought up to the fact that they are to take 
their place in a world, and not specifically their world. 
There is no responsibility in a world, but in your world 
there is responsibility aplenty. 

Unless you realize this fact and pick up a real, separate 
world somewhere and get right up into its lap as ruler, 
you are just going to jog along in this world as but one of 
many others. 

So— while the picking is good—pick out a good, 
healthy world and own it as your own. 

But where shall you find your world? Oh, right where 
you are. Your world is where you can do the most good 
and where your abilities can be mustered for the greatest 
variety of services in as many directions and in as thor- 
ough a manner as is possible. 

Your world is where you do things and where you 
prove your worth. Worlds are not going to last forever, 
though. And if you are wise, you will get your world 
to-day. And start ruling it. 





This “Me” of Mine 


IRST, it’s very individual, this Me of mine. It eats. 
it walks, it plays, it works, and it sleeps. Also it plans 
and thinks and dreams and loves. 

This Me of mine gets lonely, too, even in the midst of 
work. It looks around itself and marvels at time and 
space and things. And grows into a warm ecstatic mood 
at the feel of life and all its tasks. 

I like this Me of mine, because it is understandable. 
Good and bad both — but honestly abreast, for true things 
are passing by at every hour of every day. 

I talk to this Me of mine. And it talks tome. And the 
world of action all around stirs the blood in this Me of 
mine. For it is wakeful and alert. 

I run errands for this Me of mine. I risk, I work, I 
sorrow, I sympathize with this Me of mine. 

This inside one, this outside one, this everywhere one 
— this Me of mine — it’s all that I may keep and call my 
own. But I shall stick, with loyal pride, and gladly strive 
to better make, to stronger wield — the brain, the heart, 
and the soul of this Me of mine. 

So that to serve may prove the end of all that there is 
to this Me of mine. 





“Be Somebody, Abe” 


EARLY a century ago, in a rude cabin in southern 

Indiana, a mother lay dying. She knew that her 

last hour was at hand and asked for her ten-year-old 

boy. She pressed him close to her and whispered: “ Be 
somebody, Abe!” 

The mother was Nancy Hanks. And the boy did be- 
come somebody. For he was Abraham Lincoln and he 
became not only President of the United States but, 
eventually, one of the most deeply loved figures in all 
history. 

Throughout the years of struggle, and later when 
honors came fast to him, Lincoln often remarked that 
those last words of his “‘ angel mother ” came to lead him 
on. 

It matters very little who you are or what you do, so 
long as you decide to be somebody and carry through 
your determination with honor, 

The main thing is to be somebody. 

“ The world will little note nor long remember what we 
say here,” said this immortal Lincoln at Gettysburg, “ but 
it can never forget what they DID here.” 

What we say is easily forgotten. But what we do re- 
mains as a monument to what we were. 

Just do something worth while. Just be somebody. 





That Which Leads 


HERE is an infinite tenderness about an Unseen 
Form in the world that compels us to be led — 
whether we wish or not. 

As a child, we enter into this following of leadership 
— because we do not know. And yet, even in our blind 
following, there is that beauty of rightness, that inexor- 
able fierceness of unknown. knowledge, that compels us to 
follow. 

And then, as life steps on a little more, our development 
causes veil after veil to be taken from our eyes. We still 
feel that we must follow, not knowing, yet surer than 
ever that there is in that Unseen Leadership something 
great and definite. 

And so, while we stumble here and there, and rebel — 
sometimes resisting and often, in a sort of despairing bit- 
terness, asking that we be freed from this leadership that 
so ties us to our fate — still there ever lurks within us 
that almost unconscious consciousness that we must not 
stray too far. 

Through childhood and youth and: far into manhood, 
we are led. For our Inflexible Guide has a will and a 
directness so superior to our thinking, that we could not 
resist if we would! 

So to that Unseen Form who knows so much of pain, 
so much of tears, so much of joy, so much of — All, we 
unconditionally surrender. , 

For that which leads is — Love! And only those who 
know it, are able to step apace. 





The Baby in Your Heart 


WEN WISTER, in his “Virginian,” tells of how 
every man carries arotind within his heart a baby! 

We really never “ grow up.” Age is simply relative, 
anyway. And since reading that wonderful truth, I have 
come to the feeling that none of us, after all, may be 
cheated of greatness and happiness — save only by being 
childless in heart 

For it’s the baby in his heart that drives a man to work 
and service in the world, and that leads him on — hardly 
knowing how or why. 

It’s the baby in your heart who is ever trusting, believ- 
ing and, in openness, taking to the simple, natural ways 
— the baby that is so easily hurt, so quickly made happy, 
so ready to forget injury. 

But the baby, nevertheless, always is wanting to be 
loved, always seeking encouragement, always inspired by 
kindly correction. 

However, since there are babies and babies — what 
kind of baby are you carrying around in your heart? 
mre you bringing it up in the way that it should go (you 

being so much wiser)? Are you imitating its life of 
| Pe cchter and play?. 

Millions of lives sleep to-day in silent places — that 
the baby in the hearts of men might never be crushed 
out. Great aspiration is not a thing to be brought about 
through might — but through right. 

And it’s the baby that is the rightest of all! 





Spoiling Your Face 


HE face that you carry everywhere with you is the 
only one you will ever get. But it is possible for you 
to give it a lot of change. 

Your face is a sort of publicity agent for you. It tells 
people a great deal that you do not imagine it tells. Also 
it publishes volumes of things you are glad to have 
known. 

Your face is the most important “ ware” that you ex-— 
hibit. Usually you pass for your “ face value.” 

So do you see how important it is not to spoil your 
face? 

Here are some of the things that rebuild faces. First, 
smiling at every stage of your day makes a wonderful 
face. It can never be spoiled by smiles. So learn the art 
of smiling. Believe in better things. A face grows in 
beauty and power under the working of a mind that sees 
the good in everything. Change not your expression in 
the front of defeat; look for victory and you are sure to 
see it. 

Worry not. More faces are lined and creased and 
folded up through worry than any other thing. Worry 
is a worse disease than the small pox and leaves deeper 
scars. 

You are no older than your face. Clean thoughts. and 
purposes made plain, stamp a rainbow of youth and 
promise across the planes of your face that nothing can 
erase — least of all, mere years. 

It’s a good thing to believe in your face. And if you 
do, it’s not liable to spoil. 





Never Mind 


ieee the glass of my work desk is a little phrase 
that has helped me not to mind, when things looked 
dark and people misjudged and misunderstood, or when 
some have proved disloyal. Here it is: 

“The dog barks, but the caravan passes on.” 

After all, there is a world of sense and philosophy to 
be gained from animate things that “move and have 
their being” but which do not talk. ~ 

Horse sense? Well, dog sense is pretty helpful, too. 

Have you never seen a great dog meander its way 
through a street, followed by a troop of small dogs, 
barking and snapping at the big dog? Such an incident 
has given me many a thought and many a smile. For 
the big fellow just walks on—and doesn’t mind. And 
soon the little snappers drop away. 

Never mind! 

There is one big principle that counts in the formation 
of character and a life success, and that is to stick to 
the “ main chance.” To swerve neither to the right nor 
to the left, but to do the things at hand that bear upon 
the greater things to be — and then to pass on. 

Mind not the little daily irritations. They come to us 
all. ‘The dog barks, but the caravan passes on.” 

Gossip is poisonous? Oh, yes—very. But it poisons 
the other fellow infinitely more than it poisons you. 
And besides, you are able to be so big that the poison is 
soon thrown off, and forgotten. 

“The dog barks, but the caravan passes on.” 





The Master of the House 


E IS kind and gentle. Truth plays within his yard 

during the hours of sun and light, and comes at 

nightfall to add laughter to the sound of voices that inter- 
change in tales of work and thinking. 

Being just, he is strong. Being human, he is some- 
times weak. But he is always a master! 

That is why folks of all sorts hunt out his house and 
like to come and spend hours underneath his roof. 

Observant, keen, full of ripe intelligence, his knowl- 
edge is that of the world much more than that of books. 
So that his ideas and reflections are always such that the 
simplest minded may easily understand, and grow in 
richness therefrom. 

Often, of an evening in winter, have I seen, with 
my mind’s eye, this master, sitting quietly beside his 
hospitable fire amongst those whom he loves. And in 
the dusk of summer have I seen him play with happy 
children along the singing creek, just a little back of 
his home. 

For the master of the house is a father, brother, boy 
— friend! So all may look to him in love, happiness or 
sorrow. For interwoven within his experience are all 
the elements that go to make up a man. 

The master of the house, whom I have in mind is he 
whom you may be. The house is the body where you 
live. 





Rise Again 


“ Truth crushed to earth shall rise again, 
The eternal years of God are hers; 
But Error, wounded, writhes with pain, 

And dies among his worshippers.” 


I LEARNED these lines when but a boy. They madea 
great impression on me. They have inspired me 

a thousand times. They have taught me that only one 

thing is permanent — the thing that is right and good. 

There is always one consolation, even in utter failure, 
to a man of spirit, and that is that such a failure is but 
temporary. The lower such a man is thrown into fail- 
ure, the higher he may aspire to climb. 

And the longer one trains and prepares, the mightier 
is one’s strength. 

My friend, do they tell you that you are “down and 
ont”? Prove to them that you may be down — but out 
— never! 

Rise again, over the dead past, with your mistakes as 
the ladder-rounds upon which you climb to a higher goal. 

Honest effort is eternal. 

At the very moment you feel tempted to quit — don’t. 
For that is the point at which you should determinedly 
decide to begin again. Rise again, my friend, rise again. 

A great spirit never can be beaten. Many an iron soul 
- has been broken, only to be moulded anew into something 
greater and stronger than before. 

Suppose you are “kicked down.” Smile! Then — 


rise again! 





Tell It 


pee you ever thrilled by some fine thought in a book 

or newspaper, or from some speaker? Haven’t you 
felt like going right to the author and telling him how 
much you appreciated the thrill? 

Well, you just do it. 

The man never lived who did not appreciate apprecia- 
ation. No man ever gets so great or famous that he 
does not long for this very thing. 

If you read a book or article anywhere that helps you, 
or that makes you happy, tell it to the author If you do 
not know his address, write to the publisher of the book 
or magazine or newspaper and he will gladly forward 
your appreciation. 

I sat talking in the study of a very famous writer and 
he said: “ Just listen to this wonderful gem.” As he 
read it to me, I thought to myself, how wonderful if the 
author could but hear and know. 

The story is told of Richard Harding Davis that he 
hada habit of writing, or even of wiring, an author whose 
story or book he especially liked. There is not a writer 
or publisher in the land who does not welcome, with a 
wide open heart, every expression of appreciation from 
his readers, It’s this that keeps him going. 

If anybody or anything helps you, tell it — far*and 
wide. Give it the wings of a dove, or of an eagle. But 
tell it. 

And “after many days” (maybe just a few) renewed 
knowledge and happiness is sure to come back to you. 





I Am Not Afraid 


VERY thought you think either builds or tears down. 

Positive thought builds; negative thoughts tear down. 

Here is a positive thought for you — just for today —“ I 
am not afraid!” 

Fear for the things that never happen has kept this 
great big world asleep, and groggy, and trembling fully 
half the time. 

Say this — right now — “I am not afraid!” 

Life is a thing of problems —little ones, big ones, 
funny ones, strange ones, mysterious ones. But all of 
them may be solved aright if you will but say, as you 
look each one squarely in the face: “I am not afraid.” 

No harm can possibly come to you so long as you feel 
that you are not afraid—so long as you can say: “I 
am not afraid.” 

Jesus once said something like this: “ Heaven and 
Earth shall pass away, but my words shall not pass 
away.” For two thousand years the words and works 
of this Man have lived. Jesus knew how to say: “I am 
not afraid!” 

So you say this today: “I am not afraid!” 





To Him Be the Glory 


H® WAS the first to bring real democracy into the 
world. He was born of simple parentage, in a 
place where cattle were wont to feed. He grew up natur- 
ally, took up a trade and was a worker. 

He liked “common folks ”»— though he was at ease 
with anybody, because His was a mission of love in the 
world, and love cares nothing for clothes or pocketbooks 
or special classes. He “went about doing good,” and 
judged people by their hearts only. 

He was always serving. He was always thinking of 
other people. He was tender and gentle in manner, 
though His courage was the courage of the Crucifixion. 
He loved little children. 

His was a life of teaching and example. Wherever He 
went, He accomplished something. He never condemned 
and he never sought revenge. No one ever left Him with- 
out experiencing “newness of life.” His ideals worked, 
because even those who were His enemies saw in Him 
what. His words expressed. 

He gave a re-birth to Influence in the world. And He 
placed a valuation upon human character that the world 
had never known before. 

But greatest of all, He brought peace and good will 
into the world. He wanted to see everybody happy. And 
so, all over the world, His spirit is ever binding up 
wounds, feeding the hungry and breaking the chains from 
those bound in slavery. 

So to Him— to Jesus, the “ Prince of Peace — be all 
glory and honor and love — forever ! 
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E THOUGHT, he planned, he worked. He never 
believed that anything was too unimportant not 
to do right and well. He was always looking ahead. 

He was willing to go through poverty and hardship. 
He didn’t mind the lack of applause. He had figured 
out, in terms of his own ideals, the cost of winning, 
and he was willing to go without the friendship of 
those who saw not his worth. 

He always came up smiling. He never crossed a 
bridge until he got to it—and then if the bridge had 
been washed away, he swam across! 

He respected old age. He was kind to the poor and 
to little children. There was something about him that 
never repelled, but that drew even the dumb animals to 
him. 

He was tolerant. He could see other people’s view- 
point. He had no time for other people’s business, but 
he always had time for other people’s needs. Because, 
you see, he understood so much —and so well. 

He was religious, but not sectarian. He often prayed, 
because he believed in prayer. He lived in a world of 
feeling. Therefore, he was sensitive, and felt, as the 
most responsive instrument, every touch of hurt or of 
kindness. 

He was clean in mind. He had his own ideas about 
being a “good fellow.” He made mistakes, for he was 
intensely human. But he didn’t brood. He raised smiles 
on his love-ranch — in his heart. 

Now, who was this “He”? Well, I'll tell you who 
he was —he was a MAN! 
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The Boy Who Came Back 


1ES THE Bible there is a story of a young man who 
thought that his home was not good enough for him. 
So he went away. 

He sought thrills, veneered pleasures, and “ easy 
money ”— without working for it. It is said that he 
fed upon the husks of the swine-herd. 

But the young man soon tired —as all such do. He 
wanted to hear again the voices of home, and to eat 
home cooking, and to have a happy bed to sleep in. 
And so he decided to go back. “I will arise and go to 
my father,” he said. 

His pride had been broken. He was ragged and dis- 
couraged. But he was not so far gone that he was un- 
able to decide to face things definitely anew. 

As he_neared his home, a thrill that he had never 
known before came over him. His father ran to meet 
him with outstretched arms. And so glad was the father 
to see him that he ordered the finest dinner and celebra- 
tion that he could think up. “ For,” said he, “my boy, 
whom I thought was dead, is alive!” 

Some of the other members of the family didn’t seem 
to like the idea of taking him back. But not the father. 
Which goes to prove that there is great father love as 
well as mother love, in the big world. 

But the lesson in the story, to me, is this: Here was 
a young man who had made a great mistake — but who 
still retained the courage to face life anew. 

Daily must we mend and re-construct. Regrets are 
vain, indeed. But the holy desire to be right within 
our hearts is what counts. 

Each of us must decide for himself —to arise! 
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Rivers of Smiles 


ee is like a running stream — with its source far 
from its destination, its heart hidden from the crowd 
of men and traffic, among the mountains getting ready! 

But, like life, the full fervor and power and influence 
for usefulness of the little far-away mountain stream, 
is to be found finally in its spreading rivers of commerce 
—in its oceans of world-knitting help and great works. 

Coming down the mountain sides from its source, the 
little river doesn’t seem much. But when it gets to its 
river-bigness and broadness and, later, to the very 
ocean itself, then we get it in its mightiness. For then 
it is that commerce comes in and knowledge is carried 
to the furthermost parts of the earth. 

The little stream, however, even at its start, is serious. 
As flowers are, and stones, and trees. And the world. 
Thus is Life serious. But to be serious is not to be 
long-faced — but thought-faced! 

The little stream is serious—but dead in earnest. 
But the greatest thing about the little river is that it 
always — smiles! 

Did you ever see a river that didn’t smile? Why, 
there are billions and billions of smiles — rivers and rivers 
of smiles. And they cheer everything and everybody 
that they pass—stones, sticks, mud, fishes, boats, 
branches of trees. And they toss out their kisses of 
smiles (do the Rivers of Smiles) to every passing thing 
whether man or child or beast or bird or insect or 
— just the atoms of the air! 

Like a stream you may be —in walks and talks and 
works. Just ripple on! Keep moving. Keep doing. 
Keep cleansing. Keep giving. 
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“Mother O’ Mine” 


HAVE been thinking about the great unrest in the 

world. And I have been believing that a lot of it 
would be cured — if only a great crowd of new mothers 
might be imported into the world! For, you see, a 
mother is able to cure ’most everything. 

From the little tot who bumps his head and gets a 
great big fat “tiss” that immediately heals it, to the 
strong man who goes to his work in life after the benedic- 
tion of a mother’s last kiss does this marvelous in- 
fluence mold and make worth while every effort that a 
human being is able to perform. 

It’s the “ Mother o’ Mine” thought that embodies the 
noblest impulses of. which we are capable. 

I have in mind a wonderful mother, who sent her boy 
out into the world with these words: “My boy — come 
back SOMEBODY!” 

Through the winding paths and ways of strife and 
| pain and sorrow, as well as of joy, does the spirit of 
a mother follow and lead. A mother never runs out of 
love or forgiveness— or anything that is helpful. 

Long years ago my Mother went away. But she comes 
back with the opening of every day —to tell me what 
to do. And all that I am of wisdom or of good, I feel 
that I owe most to her. 

“ Mother o’ ‘Mine,” you look so beautiful to me, where 
you are! The stars keep telling me about you. 

It’s the mothers who are going to bring this world 
out all right in the end! 





The Prayer of a Tired Worker 


I AM tired tonight, God. Not discouraged, not over- 
whelmed with heavy weight of work or worry — 
nothing like that, God, but just tired — tired, tired. 

Sometimes I think that you were made for tired people, 
God, because tired people are always yearning for love 
and the kind coinfort of a great Mother-Father, as 
you always seem to be to everyone, God. 

I worked hard today, God. I tried to do my work 
faithfully and well. I know that I did not do it per- 
fectly, but because I am tired tonight, I am very sure 
that I gave of what I had, with a sincere desire back 
of my efforts to make all that I did do worth while. 
So you will overlook where I failed, won’t you, God? 

I am tired. But since I tried to do my best, I feel 
happily tired. Grant unto me, then, God, that I be 
given sleep and rest—and that the dreams I have, if 
they come, may be beautiful and full of pleasant pictures. 

Lift me into the tomorrows, as I sleep, anc lay your 
plans for my usefulness, so that when I awake, I may 
go forth in newness and strength, glad of life and 
living. 

Help me to weave and interweave every thought and 
effort and desire of my own heart into that happy scheme 
of work and service which, as it is pursued, knits all 
human effort into one grand and noble plan. 

I am very tired, God. But there are others who are 
much more tired than I.. Remember them, God. Rest 
them, too. Lift them from their discouraged and fright- 
ened states and grant unto them the ease and help of 
your strong arms. 

Thank you, God. 
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Great and Human 


HIS is a true story. It was told to me by a big 
| publisher who was a close friend of the man who 
“wears the clothes of the incident.” 

Many years ago, a boy came to New York as an im- 
migrant. He was very poor. All he had was a good 
back, a willing head, and useful hands and feet. He had 
to work hard. But he never complained. One day, he 
and his “ pal”? were doing some hard work in the bitter © 
cold. And the boy that this story is about, froze his feet. 

The years went on. The boy became the important 
attorney for James J. Hill, the “ Empire” builder. One 
evening he was being dined in the Northwest as the 
“suest of honor.” But his mind seemed far from the 
table and his associates. 

Turning to my friend, he said: “There is a place 
that I want to go.” “ Where is it?” asked my friend. 
And the guest told him. It was in a rough neighborhood, 
and my triend advised him against it. 

““By the way, who is it you want to see?” said my 
friend. 

“T want to see ‘ Bill Blank ’ who is in the barber sup- 
ply business — do you know him?” 

“Oh, yes,” said my friend, “but you’d better put it 
off.” 

“Oh, I cannot,” said the great attorney. “ For, you 
see, it is like this— that fellow was with me when I 
froze my feet!” 

The big man is always a human man. 





If You Were Understood 


iG YOU were completely understood you would not be 

worth understanding. In this fact alone lies your 
greatest latent power, your largest fascination, your 
surest attraction. 

No one ever understood Napoleon, Washington, Lin- 
coln, Emerson, Carlyle. They were too great to be 
understood. 

The essence of littleness is to be understood. 

If you were thoroughly understood, no longer would 
you seek solution to those mysterious forces that drive 
you on and on. If you were thoroughly understood, no 
longer would you retain your ability to be a compelling 
personality. Your life would at once become as a shell 
at whose tapping would resound hardly more than a 
hollow murmur. 

There is waste in the morbid plaint against being mis- 
understood. Be happy over what you are—and what 
you may be. 

Glory in your ability to take the scattered and uncol- 
lected items of life and character and happily shape them 
into the understandable and serviceful. 

Then you will surely be understood sufficiently to 
enable you to forget that it is of any value whatsoever 
to be understood, excepting in a very few things — your 
desire to be helpful, for instance, and to be somebodly. 

Nobody fully understands you! Don’t you mind, 
For no one else was ever fully understood. 





On Coming Back 


NE strong point about Coming Back is that you are 
acquainted with that part over which you have to 
travel again to the point where you began to slip. 

And nearly always the impetus thus gained on the 
Coming Back sends one further on than before. 

The great thing about age is that it teaches us some- | 
thing every day. And the wiser we get, the more happy . 
we are able to be. For happiness is intelligence. 

I always feel just a little sorry for the man who has 
never slipped — who has, therefore, never had a chance 
to Come Back. I think of how much he misses in feeling 
for the fellow who has slipped — and who has gloriously 
Come Back — only to face ahead. 

Fail a dozen times. Be defeated on a score of counts. 
Lose out on the things that your heart is most set upon 
winning if Fate dictates that way with you. But then 
Come Back — with fire in your eye, with courage burn- 
ing red hot in your veins and with a jaw set for “ game.” 

One drawback to the one who has gone back is the fear 
to face those who watched him as he went by. But 
don’t let that trouble you. Just tell yourself that you are 
made of sterner stuff—and that you know how to 
Come Back. 

And think of the many great things that you are able 
to do that nobody has yet done. 

Oh yes, it’s great to keep Coming Back—I mean, 
going forward! 





Next To — 


'N EXT to winning yourself, is to lose to a delightful 
companion.” 

This was the remark I overheard on coming into the 
clubhouse after a wonderful day at golf. And much as 
I had enjoyed the day, that remark was worth more to 
me than all the rest put together. And it has come back 
to me time and again. Now I give it to you. 

Next to— 

I wonder if there is not packed into these little words 
some of the finest suggestive possibilities for happiness 
in all this life. 

Let’s see: 

Next to — winning yourself, to see somebody else win. 

Next to— breathing life and spirit and wonder and 
imagination and inspiration into the heart of some instru- 
ment of music yourself, to drink in the art of a master. 

Next to — being a great leader, to be a worthy follower. 

Next to— writing some great book or painting some 
great masterpiece, to interpret rightly what the writer 
or artist has felt; and thus, in living, to make his work a 
thing of satisfaction and permanence. 

Next to — being helped, for you to help. 

Next to — being loved, for you to love. 

Next to— grandly succeeding, for you to help bring 
success to someone else! 





The Lesson of the Stars 


GREAT book could be written on the inspiration of 
the Stars. And we might well use it as a text- 
book of life. 

The most thrilling lesson of the Stars is one of 
permanence and hope. It is this —they never go out! 

They always shine brightest, in greater number and 
with steadier gleam, on the darkest nights —as though | 
the wandering millions of the earth needed them most } 
just then — and they do. | 

The Stars have no special characteristics, outside of 
shining, excepting that they themselves all are special. 
Even the tiniest, in the farthest spot of the heavens, has 
its own peculiar twinkle, its own unchallenged splendor. 

The job of the Stars is to shine. And because they 
have such a wonderful job, they never get tired. Oh, 
once in a while, a small one may get a little weary be- 
cause it gets so little attention, and fall asleep or fall to 
earth. But the billions stick to their task of smiling 
twinkles and of twinkling smiles. 

Emerson understood all about what wonderful creations 
the Stars are. That is why he advised each of us to 
hitch our wagon to a Star. 

Usually most discouraged folks are more lonely in the 
hours of darkness. To such I would say: Go out and 
look into the face of the Stars. For a Star never dis- 
couraged or disheartened anybody. 

Pick out some special Star that you can go to time 
and again. Talk to it—it won’t mind. Make it your 
friend. And before you know it, there will be Stars 
in your eyes and in your heart, and you will be leading 
other people as the Stars have helped to lead you. 
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Love of Beautiful Things 


NE of the first lessons in life should be how to under- 
stand and appreciate beautiful things. 

Recently I was told the story of a man who had made 
millions of dollars —so much money that he got tired 
of it and longed for what money couldn’t buy — the 
appreciation of beautiful things. But the more this man 
tried to get to the heart of beautiful things, the more he 
realized how much he had missed — for he learned, to 
his great sorrow, that he had lost the taste for beauty. 

Take every beautiful thing along with you as you go. 
A child should be taught the love of beauty in all its 
forms. Then when its character has developed, it does 
not depart from beauty for anything that the material 
world can furnish. 

It is said that Henry Ward Beecher had such a love 
for precious stones, especially opals, that jeweller friends 
of his often loaned him thousands of dollars’ worth of 
the stones just for him to live with and love. 

I was told by an art dealer that one of the greatest 
surgeons in New York City often came to his shop just 
to gaze at particular etchings that he loved—that he 
might glory in their beauty and calm his nerves “ be- 
tween operations.” 

No matter where your tastes may travel, learn to love 
beautiful things. The more you love them, the more 
you will want to love every beautiful thing in the world 
—including the most beautiful of all things, human 
beings. 





On Concentrating 


IVIDED forces accomplish nothing. Skimmed milk 
doesn’t fatten. 

If you have things to do, do them. But if someone 
else can do what you think of doing a great deal better — 
let him do it. You do the thing that you know you can 
do better than anybody else. But don’t scatter your 
power among insubordinate subordinates. 

The thing that proves the great man more clearly than 
anything else, is the fact that he knows how to gather up 
details, put them exactly where they belong and then, 
himself, go ahead with the main job. 

A man whom I greatly admire for his wonderful suc- 
cess and tremendous power in the world, once remarked 
that to him one of the most unwise of all men in busi- 
ness is the man who sticks to his office too closely. He 
said that he believes in an executive spending very little 
time in his organization — that his work should be out 
among people and affairs, gathering ideas, viewpoints, 
and. finding, in experiences, the things that go to make 
up newer and more advanced ideas. 

The tremendous man is the creator and the initiator — 
the genius who builds a compact organization and then 
concentrates ideas into it. 

The executive who sits at his desk, buried in details, 
scatters half his forces and blunts those fine sensibilities 
that make him a leader. 

How thrilling it is to concentrate, and then to drive — 
drive — drive ahead! 





The Power of Enthusiasm 


LIKE to think of Enthusiasm as more than “ just 

something.” I like to think of it as “just everything.” 
As it is. 

For what’s a job? Well, a job’s a job. But the 
doing of a job is ability, work — and enthusiasm. Mostly 
Enthusiasm. For enthusiasm lightens work and 
brightens ability. It leads and lifts and inspires. 

To live in a world of Enthusiasm is to live in a world 
of love, glory, achievement, and service-power, that may 
become quite perpetual. 

Like a magnet, the noble power of Enthusiasm is able 
to draw mighty things your way, as well as to select men 
and women whose ways and purposes link with yours. 

Enthusiasm marches. 

And Enthusiasm accumulates, builds and rebuilds, dis- 
covers and through its grand cooperative sense, takes 
worlds and worlds of other enthusiasms along into the 
new worlds — each day, each hour, each minute. 

Yes, Enthusiasm is a power — human, vital, wonder- 
ful —a living thing within you that will never go away 
if you will it to stay. 

But first, to get Enthusiasm, to feel it, to be led by it, 
and to lead with it — that is the all-important thing. 





Waiting for Inspiration 


OW often you hear the remark: “Iam waiting for 
the inspiration, and then I will go ahead and do 
it.” 

The wise man who has learned to go ahead and do 
things, come what may, has within him always the secret 
of inspiration. 

Inspiration is what comes out of a man, not what 
comes to a man. 

Many people are still waiting for their inspiration. 
When it comes to them, they are going to rebuild the 
world. You will see these people in the lowest jobs 
throughout a long life. They take no steps forward. 
Many are criticising the doings of those who have gone 
ahead. You often find such people on the streets and 
wherenot — waiting there for their inspiration. 

But no one in all the history of getting things done, 
has gotten inspiration in any other way than by making 
it themselves. 

Inspiration is just a new way of spelling perspiration. 

Plan on the thing that you want to see done. Then 
do it. Inspiration will ooze through every step. 

Inspiration is almost human. Do something for her, 
and she will do something for you. And you don’t have 
to do anything perfect, either, to get her attention. 





Real Smiles 


iB THERE is anything that should be steady, it’s a 
Smile. 

For a Smile that just balances on its toes, or that holds 
by its hands, or that one has to “hang to” with both 
hands and feet — well, that simply isn’t a regular Smile 
at all. 

Real Smiles always stay on straight. 

The Smile that is most liable to stay on straight, is 
the kind that reaches from ear to ear. We call that an 
“Ear Smile.” And that kind has a double advantage — 
it has an ear at both ends to hang to, thus adding to its 
permanence and power. 

Keep your Smile on straight. 

Of course, it takes practice, and patience by the pashel. 
But when you have mastered the art, you are as one in 
a thousand, no matter where you may roam. 

I never see a lop-sided Smile but what I feel like run- 
ning. I would almost rather see no Smile at all. But 
the honest, happy, deep, wide, sparkling Smiles — they 
are not made with hands, but are eternally inspired from 
blue heavens, lined with stars. 

Such Smiles always stay on straight. 

Even though the heart, away deep down, may be bear- 
ing a load of loneliness or sorrow, still the true-blue 
Smile, kept steady in its place, is able to lead a whole 
town or state or country — or world! 

Oh, it pays to keep your Smile on straight! 





Blame No One 


| aaa are many things in this world which I shall 
never understand, chief among them, perhaps, being 
why it is that somebody always has to be blamed. If a 
man slips on a banana peel, at once he nails a rapid fire 
bombardment of highly uncensored thoughts and words 
into the hide of the banana peel —or the street commis- 
sion, or some unthinking boy, or somebody or something. — 
Never in the world would he think of forgetting it — 
and being thoughtful and careful where he stepped next 
time ! 

Somebody or something always has to be the “ goat,” 
it seems, 

But why? Simply because there is so much ignorance 
in this world, that’s why. Mistakes are mistakes — 
nothing else — unless they be teachers, which very few 
ever take them to be. 

Someday — to-day would be a pretty good starting 
day — people are going to see the wastefulness of blame. 
No healthy mind ever plans to do wrong. True, it gets 
into lots of errors. But the exercise of bravely getting 
out of errors, is what makes men rich in character. 

To sprinkle blame is sordid weakness, 

Even to blame yourself is a lack of intelligence. Also 
it is a gross substitute for strength. Rather, congratulate 
yourself on having eyes with which to see, and a heart 
with which to feel, and a mind with which to think. 
So— 

Blame no one-— not even yourself! 





On Being Square 


VER since we were school folks, we have had it 

drummed into our ears that “honesty is the best 
policy.” But, as a matter of fact, honesty isn’t a policy. 
It’s just straight-forward business. 

It isn’t policy to breathe, because it is natural for us 
to breathe — and the most natural thing in the world is 
for a man to be honest. No one really wants to be dis- 
honest. 

So that the business of being square, after all, really 
is plain and simple. The desire to be square lives within 
the heart of everyone. When a man is not square it is not 
because he does not desire to be, but because of environ- 
ment, or something, which has made his moral fibre sick. 
And such a man should be treated — not blamed or pun- 
ished or jailed. 

No matter what the circumstance, it always pays to be 
square. Not in a money way, merely, but in the satis- 
factory way. No one ever got very far by being mean 
or crooked or unfair. And the man who practices these 
things hurts himself the most. You can’t hurt the other 
fellow by abusing him. The essence of the Golden Rule 
is just to be square. That’s all. 

Sometimes I think that the man who tries hardest to 
be square is the one most misjudged. I guess that is 
because the natural proceeding is always the most unusual 
these days. But never mind. It’s the right thing — so 
always do your best to be just as square as you know 
how. 





Overlooking Things 


T IS only the things that we pay attention to that dis- 

turb or build us. 

The art of overlooking things is very fine and wonder- 
ful. And few there are who know it well. 

I often think of the story of a great mayor in one of 
the largest cities of the world. In great cities the parks 
are not always as free to children as they ought to be. | 
In this city there were a lot of signs, warning everybody 
to “keep off the grass.” But this mayor told his police- 
men to look the other way when they saw children play- 
ing upon the grass. 

It’s an inspiring thing to climb a mountain. It may 
not be beautiful on the way up to the top — it takes your 
wind; sometimes you slip and bruise yourself, scratch 
your hands, and things like that. But oh, when you get 
to the top, you see a world beyond! 

It’s that way with a person’s character. When you 
look it all right in the face, you see lots of things that 
sort of ruffle you. But when you take the character as 
a whole — overlooking many things — you keep discov- 
ering fascinating and compelling qualities that keep pull- 
ing open the doors leading to your love of the right and 
big in that character. And, before you know it, you 
have a wonderful friend. : 

It is a great thing to overlook some things. Life, after 
all, is pretty much of a compromise. 

So if you haven’t learned this wonderful art of over- 
looking many things, start learning it today. 





Be Too Busy 


E TOO busy —to find fault with your job, your 
work or your employer. If you cannot work hap- 
pily, then be fair—and go where you can. 

Be too busy —to sneer, to criticise, to excuse, and to 
waste. These things do but poison and weaken a man 
and make him both useless and impotent. 

Be too busy —to imitate, to envy and to brag. You 
have a personality, whether developed or not, that is able 
to stand as a fine example of power, if you will but 
recognize the fact and put a personal stamp on what you 
do. 

Be too busy —to interfere with other people’s busi- 
ness. Every man’s and woman’s problem is a personal 
affair, and should be faced and settled as such. You will 
never be thanked for interfering, so why offer your 
services ? 

Be too busy —to think of anything but that which is 
worth while. Time goes by so quickly. “’Tis but the 
wink of an eye, and the waft of a breath!” 

Be too busy —— to be unhappy! 





The Silent Man 


I HAVE always been interested in the Silent Man. 

Because I know scarcely anything about him! 

The fellow who talks, who boasts, who makes all sorts 
of remarks, suggestions, and gestures—I1 know just 
about where to place him. I can cultivate him and learn 
from him, or I can eliminate him and forget him. 

But the Silent Man — he is a puzzle. 

Great men are largely silent. They think and do— 
but say little. Napoleon was not a talkative man. Gen- 
eral Grant was known as “the silent President.” 
Marshall Field, the great merchant, left with his mem- 
ory one notable phrase: “ He talked little.” 

The bully is nearly always a coward. He talks. It’s 
the Silent Man, who rarely says anything, that the bully 
fears. And if I were a betting man, I would put my 
money on the fighter who kept his mouth closed — all 
other things-considered. 

The Silent Man is the dangerous man, always, as a 
. foe — but the greatest and most loved man as a friend. 

It’s the Silent Man who sticks through thick and thin 
— who can be trusted — who listens and then goes and 
does the job, without comment or question. 

In this connection, I am reminded of a very great Man, 
| of whom it is written, that when they mocked Him, and 
reviled Him, and spat upon Him — yet “he answered 
not a word!” 





Keep Giving Credit 


|S boetons and meat are not the only essentials in giving 
. life to the body. There are those who starve on 
these. 

-Withhold credit and appreciation from a man and you 
start to starve him! Keep from him that which gives 
life to his soul and you lead him away from Hope itself. 

Give credit where credit is due. 

There is always honor and glory enough for all. It’s 
a big world and there are millions of things still lying 
around undiscovered and undone. Do your part as it 
comes, but keep giving credit to others, who as nobly 
work on. 

No worthy act ever becomes commonplace. Each ef- 
fort that you make is an important step for you and the 
world. For we are all associated. We are all our 
brother’s keeper. And we should be his helper, too. 

Keep giving credit. 

More honor and glory comes back to you than ever 
leaves you — when you magnanimously applaud the other 
fellow. 

When the controversy arose many years ago as to 
who most deserved the great victory achieved against the 
Spanish Fleet in Cuban waters, Admiral Schley took his 
place with the noblest heroes of the earth when he ex- 
claimed: “There is glory enough for all!” 





Never Evade An Issue 


ile IS an inspiring thing to meet a man or woman who 
has never learned the art of evading issues. 

If an unpleasant situation arises, the easy and lazy 
thing to do is to get out of it the best way possible. But 
the only sensible way is to face the whole business 
squarely — evading nothing —and get a settlement on 
the spot. 

Face your issues! 

One way to weaken a character is to pin a lot of 
“hang-overs”’ to it—to clutter it all up with things 
bound to embarrass and harass it. 

It is sensational and refreshing to come right out and 
face things, without one bit of apology. And the pro- 
cedure is so satisfactory that it should be universally 
adopted. 

Face your issues! 

They may not be half as difficult as you first imagine. 
Every problem looks difficult at the start, but the minute 
you decide to take it in hand, it dwindles about half. 

Take the lid off everything — whether it is an affair 
of personal feeling or of business action. Be plain, 
square-fronted, and face your issues! 





The Teacher 


og TEACH is to construct history. So that, in 
reality, the Teacher comes next to the pioneer as 
a force in civilization. 

And yet their faithful daily work—which is of 
infinite service not only to the community, but to all 
| humanity, is probably poorer paid and less recognized 
than that of any other trained class. 

The teachers of the nation should be as carefully 
selected as generals during a period of war. A good 
Teacher is beyond estimate of price—vno salary is too 
much. For upon the tact and intelligence of the teachers 

of the world, rests the permanence of every worth-while 
institution under the moon and stars. 

“Teach a child in the way that it should go,” said 
a very wise man, “and when it is old, it will not depart 
therefrom.” 

Good Teachers are much more important to a commun- 
| ity than mayors and aldermen. One man could easily 
direct a whole city—but it takes a whole train-load 
of competent Teachers to lead the young to better think- 
ing and sounder living. 

Teachers should be the best loved folks in all our 
fabric of “ hurry-up”’ civilization. 

I would like to see another national holiday poke its 
head into the serious affairs of business — and I would 
call it Teacher’s Day! Folks would notice the Teachers, 
then, when they passed by. 





Moving Dramas 


-“ A LL the world’s a stage,” said Shakespeare. He 
could have gone further and said that every man 
was a drama in himself. 

For not merely actors are we on this world’s stage, but 
accomplished playwrights as well. 

Today we write and act and manage some noble 
comedy — tomorrow a tragedy, or maybe a farce. 

We move our stage as we move. Our audiences are 

. those who see us, feel us, hear us. | 

Some of us get applause for what we produce, some 
of us do not. | 

But if we are true artists, our only concern will be that 
we acquit ourselves as thoroughbreds born, and present 
our efforts before the world to be judged upon their 
merits. 

Moving dramas we are. Today with a full house, to- 
morrow with scanty seats before us. But game to the 
core, resourceful, steady in nerve, strong in heart, im- 
movable in our convictions. 

So let us always be anxious to please, but not to trim 
— ready to serve, but not to swerve. 

Let Time and Heaven look after the receipts at the 
box office. 





The Making of Money 


“VG ial is very attractive. And it does a great deal. 

But in the mere making of money for money’s 

sake, there is little of inspiration and nothing of art or 
originality. 

Mere money-success clogs a man’s brain and wears 
away his soul and all that it might be in fineness. 

And when you come to think of it, there is an element 
of cheapness, of commonness, about the mere making of 
money that classes it as too small for a world-worker. 
For, don’t you see, EVERYBODY works at the job of 
} money-making. 

But everybody is not working at the job of idea- 
making, of happiness-making, of character-making. 

Money-value dies with the man’s body, but that suc- 
cess which has for its inception ideas, service, usefulness, 
builds the man’s inner personality while he lives, and 
erects some kind of deathless monument at the corner of 
one of the world’s busy marts in memory of his deeds 
after he is gone. 

Ideas are everything. Character is ALL. 

Did you ever hear people talk about Gladstone’s 
“fortune,” of Lincoln’s “ wealth,’ of Charles Lamb’s 
“estate” ? After all, money-making is but an incident 
in the work of the world. It isn’t a regular JOB. 

Make money. But don’t forget that money is not all of 
success. 





Rented Houses 


A RENTED house is a place that somebody else owns 
but you take over for a little while — for so much 
per while. 

To rent a house probably is the best plan, provided 
you wish to live in one place for a brief period. 

But there is nothing like a settled, steady, permanent 
home, that you own and rule over! 

Your body is a house. Are you renting it or do you 
own it? 

Your place in the world and your grade of happiness 
are regulated by the way you take care of the house in 
which you live. 

The man who rents a house and takes care of it as 
though he really owned it himself, soon becomes so at- 
tached to it that he decides he will own it — and soon he 
does. 

So it is with the house in which you live — your brain- 
ruled body. If it is to you now but a rented place, con- 
trolled by other people to whom you pay tribute, then 
the more careful you are to tend to its needs, its desires 
and its ideals, the surer you are to become so attached 
to it that you will some day own and control every inch 
of its destiny. 

Own the house in which you live! And, as owner of 
your body-house, throw the doors wide open for every- 
body to find, around its warm fires, warmth and smiles 
and helpfulness. 





Wait A Minute 


HERE is danger both in too much and in too little 
speed. 

If you go too fast, you neglect and pass what you ought 
to do and see; if you go too slow, you see too much or 
too many things pass you. So that a very good plan 
is this: 

Wait a minute! 

Think out your step—and then step — not too fast, 
not too slow. But be sure to be decisive. 

Wait a minute. 

Marshall Field, the great merchant, used to say that 
if he couldn’t buy from a man, he could at least listen 
to what that man had to say—that he might learn 
something from him. He was willing to wait a minute 
here and there to improve the value of his own time. 

Wait a minute. 

For while this is the only life you will ever live in a 
flesh body, still there is no need for too much hurrying, 
too much worrying, too much stampeding. Wait a minute. 
Get your bearings. Even smile while you wait. But 
don’t wait to — just wait. 

Think while you wait! 





Why I Am An Optimist 


I AM an Optimist because I have never been able to 
figure out why a pessimist Is. 

I am an Optimist because I prefer to walk in the sun- 
shine rather than in the dark. I am an Optimist because 
I think smiles make a better looking face than frowns; 
that a well-regulated liver is better than a grouch; that an 
overflowing heart is much to be preferred to a heartache. 

I am an Optimist because it helps me to get along so 
nicely without taking any sort of pills — because with 
this sort of philosophy I can take my time, digest my 
meals, and still catch my train. 

I am an Optimist because I like health, because I enjoy 
happiness, and because the fine and beautiful and won- 
derful in life look mighty good to me. 

I am an Optimist because I have never discovered a 
failure who was one — and I don’t like failures. 

I am an Optimist because everybody is always anxious 
to make an Optimist’s acquaintance, to invite him out to 
lunch, and to have him around on rainy days. 

I am an Optimist because it is the most profitable busi- 
ness on earth to be in — not from the standpoint of money 
value only, but from the viewpoint of soul value. 

I am an Optimist because I seem to have been born 
that way. 





The Plodder 


A FEW flags ought to be run up for the Plodders — 
the world’s stake drivers. 

I once talked with a noted physician, a classmate of 
the great Mayo brothers to whose hospital in a little town 
in Minnesota travelers from all parts of the world, in 
need of mending, have beaten a path. 

“It was fifteen years after leaving college that I first 
realized that these boys were classmates of mine,” my 
friend remarked. 

“ Were they brilliant while in school?” I asked. 

“Oh, no, they were JUST PLODDERS — honest con- 
scientious workers. The most brilliant man in our class,” 
he continued, “ died the other day in a little town in the 
West — a town of 500 people! ” 

Now, Rochester, Minnesota, is a “little town” and 
it’s “in the West.” And yet, no offer of fame or money 
has been sufficient to lead or to tempt the Mayo brothers 
from their town. Even titles of distinction by foreign 
governments have been offered these workers if they 
would but forsake Rochester. 

But the Mayo brothers have been too big to move 
around or to pay attention to anything but the wonderful 
business of helping and healing that they have built up. 

What a tribute to the Plodder! Also, what a tribute 
to efficient work, well performed! 





Right Now 


ITH every clock click, something big passes by. 
And I'll tell you what it is. It’s a whole world! 

Yes sir, a whole world passes by just one click-clock 
as the clock clicks. 

But more than this— your chance to do something 
very much worth while, it also speeds past — unless you 
do it very quickly. 

There is only one time to do what you have in mind 
to do, and that is always — Right Now. 

So Right Now say the things you wanted to say. Right 
Now do the big thing you had in mind to do. Right Now 
take heart and hope. Right Now step on and up. Right 
Now beam out that smile. Right Now think out that 
thought. 

Every time you breathe, you are older — but so much 
wiser and happier, which is far more important. 

Right Now is the time. Right Now. 

To-morrow is sure to be too late, no matter how tired 
or disinclined you may be to-day. For to-morrow there 
will be no to-day. And to-day there is no to-morrow. 

So, you see, Right Now is the time of times. 

Right Now! 





Footprints 


HAVE often walked over the tracks that the Creator 

of the world surely paced —through canyons deep 
and winding, with rushing streams kissing their sides and 
breathing a breath like the music of a distant harp. 

Above, towering rocks of a thousand formations have 
talked to me of ages dead and gone, but alive again be- 
cause of their suggestive tracks. Here a dizzy peak, 
reaching hands to the sky, there a range of mountains, 
majestic, glorious, and hiding stories of a thousand trails. 

Surely in this world, here and now, are to be found the 
footprints of the Almighty. 

Oh, I have thought a hundred times, “ What is man 
that Thou art mindful of him?” And my soul has been 
refreshed and I have seen a new life—a life hidden 
within a life—and it has poured new life into me, as it 
would into you. 

I have looked upon the vast natural gardens of flowers 
of a hundred varieties, with colors of perfect tint and 
harmonious with each and every surrounding, and every 
one wearing its own perfect smile of contentment. Dozens 
have I picked and treasured. And into the heart of every 
one have I looked and felt its own particular warmth of 
love and beauty. And I have thought of the perfect 
Master who seeded them, gave them their gorgeous and 
matchless color. 

And above all these God-wonders, I have seen the play 
of clouds as they have romped in the dusk of day — sun- 
sets within sunsets, storms within storms, beauty and 
wonder hide-and-seeking hour after hour. 

What is there to compare with “what God hath 


wrought? ” tes 





On Missing Things 


I BELIEVE wre lose a large, wonderful part of life by 
brooding over a lot of the things which we imagine 
we ought to have or that we feel we have been cheated 
out of. 

One of the surest ways to grow unhappy is to start 
missing things. And one of the surest ways to grow 
happy is to discover new things. 

For as the new things are discovered, somehow we seem 
to forget the things we thought we missed. 

I never have met a human being who didn’t confess 
that he had missed a lot — and who didn’t have a diction- | 
ary of disappointments about him somewhere, if he cared 
to hunt it out. 

But the beautiful part of life is in its compensations. 
It was meant that way by the very wise Planner-of-all. 

It is a good idea to trip yourself up every once in a 
while. Just to learn that you really have legs to stand 
upon. 

It is a fine thing to get a “ black eye” occasionally, just 
so that you may the better see next time. 

And just remember this. Most of the things that you 
so much miss, you probably would not know how to ap- 
preciate anyway. 

So go ahead and live wisely with what you have. “And 
get busy in getting more, Then give that away. 





The Cost of Mistakes 


I WAS asked the other day if mistakes always had to 

be paid for. Certainly, mistakes cost just the same 
as all other things in this world. If you buy a new suit 
of clothes, you have to pay for it. You hate to see the 
money go, but you love to get the clothes. 

Mistakes are a good deal like this. Only, as a rule, 
they are shoved at you unawares. You don’t covet mis- 
takes. But they cost just the same. And have to be paid 
for. But the cost is usually worth the price. For you get. 
experience in return. And experience is growth to the 
forward-looking man. 

If you are always afraid of making mistakes, you will 
rarely make them. Also, you will rarely make anything. 
Or do anything. It’s a mistake not to make a mistake 
occasionally. 

Go ahead and do things. If you get “tripped up,” get 
up — and watch out thereafter. But pay at once, prompt- 
ly, without any frizzly tears and with frank realization 
of what you pay. 

Of course, the bigger the mistake, the greater the cost. 
But even then, go ahead and pay. Bigger experience, 
you see — and more “ battle scarred,” too. But the Lord 
loves a good mistaker if he pays quickly, without a whine. 

It isn’t what you do nearly as much as what you de- 
termine and try to do that counts. No one ever at- 
tempted great things without making a lot of false moves. 

So travel on. Forget your mistakes. 
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The Child’s World 


HERE is no more wonderful world than the Child’s 
World because it is the realest world. When the 
poet wrote: 

“ Backward, turn backward, Oh Time, in your flight, 

Make me a child again, just for to-night!” 

it was the restless spirit of the Child World that was 
talking to him — wanting him to come back. The Child’s © 
World is a beautiful “ make-believe” world, where 
imagination plays and emotions ebb and flow in the most 
natural order. It’s the time and place of mud pies and 
giants, excursions to the streams where the fish always 
bite, of marbles, swimming holes, circuses, fairies, kites 
— and a thousand things that a Child alone can under- 
stand. 

Let us not forget that a Child’s World is always 
around. That it is ever new, and that we are invited 
frequently to its hospitality —if we will but remember 
that we once lived in it. 

Let us go back to play —time and time again — back 
to our toys and our games, our Indians and our trails. 
Let us never grow up—excepting in kindness and 
thoughtfulness and bigness of heart. Let us hunt up the 
“cookie” jar again, seek out the little Mother for com- 
fort, and maybe Dad will write a letter to teacher to 
let us “off” for the circus that’s coming to town — 
maybe. 

Every beautiful tint in the rainbow of God’s love 
should be scattered across the path of Childhood’s day. 
For the great world is the Child’s World. 
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Live Right In It 


OULDN’T it be wonderful if everybody loved, 
with great passion, everything that they did? 
What ar’ extraordinary world this would be! 

I was in.pressed with the story of the wife of a young 
playwright. She was telling me of the enthusiasm and 
interest thrown into the first accepted play of her hus- 
band. “All during the time of preparation,” she said, 
“he lived right in it!” 

And I immediately began to wonder how, otherwise, 
anything worth while could possibly win. To make life 
a success, we must live right in it. And to make each in- 
dividual effort count and act as contributory to every 
other effort, we must live right in it. 

The great Edison celebrated his seventy-first birthday 
—by working longer than usual. One time this same 
live-right-in-it man was invited to an important dinner 
of scientists in New York, but he wired that he could not 
come — he was “ especially busy ” that day. 

No matter what you do, if you live right in it, success 
shall be yours. 

When you read a book, live right in it. When you see 
a drama, or listen to inspiring music, live right in it. 
When you do a job, live right in it. Whether you work 
or play, live right in it. 

Burn a hole into things! 

Most of the joy of living is in the living — “head over 
heels” as the phrase goes. Enter affairs with a whole 
heart, a concentrated thought, and with a determination 
to see the thing through — and completed. 

Live right in it! 
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Climbing Over the Fence 


EARS ago there were a lot of useless fences separat- 

ing homes one from the other. As a boy, I longed 
many times to walk on the grass of our neighbor. And 
what an exhilaration I felt, when, climbing over the fence 
for a stray ball, I found myself on territory new and 
“ different.” 

I think life is something like that. Our child ideas re- 
strict us as we weld our years into manhood. We long 
to climb over the fence into some strange yard or idea 
or plan. 

And the minute we do, we are thrilled! Why? 

For no other reason than that the world was never 
meant to be cut into sections or yards or “ restricted 
areas.” 

It is a tiring affair, this staying in our own yard all the 
time. Life is big. And healthy people are restless. 
Space, space, space — that is what the doer wants. 

Climb over the fence. Get acquainted with the world 
and its people. Know that the other fellow wants about 
what you want. His sympathy is as human and as warm 
as yours. Walk up to him and know him. 

Know your neighbor. Together you probably will be 
able to negotiate a plan for doing away with the fence 
entirely. 





Respectability 


HERE is a lot of misunderstanding as to what makes 

a person respectable. I think that to be respectable, 

all you have to do is to be honest and I don’t mean just 

not to steal — few do that, and they are outlawed or put 

in jail. But to be really honest takes lots of courage. 

You have to overlook a lot. You have to lose friends 

now and then. You have to miss immediate success. 

You have to stay pretty much alone, sometimes. You 
have to learn how to “ not mind.” 

But respectability has come to be quite a “code,” a 
kind of plan, a scheme, a form of etiquette, a fashion! 

I do not believe that you can be much of a man or a 
woman, if you seek to wrap up your personality — the 
greatest thing a human has—in some kind of fungus 

known as “the proper thing.” 
| There is only one proper thing for any man to do, and 
| that is the right thing. 

“Trimmers” end their days coldly deserted, with no 
achievements carved about their names. While the doers 
of the world, the independent forgers of opinion and feel- 
ing, at some time or other, rule the world! 

Real respectability is being so honest with yourself 
that you couldn’t be dishonest with anybody if you tried. 

Also, to be honestly respectable, you have to be quite 
unhappy, because quite misunderstood. But not for long 
—for there is always a modern Diogenes hunting for 
you, 





Feel It 


F THERE is one thing that the Devil gloats over more 

than anything else, it is to have people say and do 
things that they do not feel. 

Character stands upon no make-believe legs. 

If everybody felt what they said, there would be less 
said — to the glory of human expression! But if every- 
body felt what they did, there would be immensely greater — 
things accomplished in this world. 

What you say, what you do — feel it! 

And if you can’t feel it— don’t say it, don’t do it. 
The separation of the precious gold from its solid rock 
substance, and the polishing of the diamond out of its 
rough, are tedious processes — but the value of the gold 
and the diamond forever after is a continuing affair. In 
like manner, what you feel in what you say and do, en- 
ters into the life of the world as a value — never to end 
in its influence. 

Exteriors count for so little. But the feeling mind, 
led by the feeling heart, presents a front so stable, so 
honest, so dependable, that its simplest expression is at 
once desired, sought for, and — accepted. 

If you feel nobility of character, you cannot help but 
radiate it. Your love for little children, your interest in 
the welfare of the unfortunate, your desire for better 
service to the world, these things are but manifestations 
of the good in you — which you feel. 

And one way to be happy is to make other people happy 
—so that you can feel happy! 





Instinct for Right 


I HAVE often marveled at the mystery of instinct — 
especially since it is such a powerful factor in the 
world. 

The safety of the lives of most animals is guarded by 
their instinct. But human beings, I believe, have instinct 
even to a greater degree — though it is clothed in intelli- 
gence and wrapped about with a soul and sensitized 
natures often keep it dark and caged. 

But one phase of human instinct, or perhaps intuition, 
is so wonderful that it deserves much thought. Let us 
call it our instinct for right. We all have this. It is our 
imperishable inheritance. And yet we may lose it! 

Nations have this instinct for right, as well. And they, 
too, can lose it. Give this instinct for right a chance and 
great crowds follow in its wake. And this human soul 
takes heed of itself and, in its enthusiasm, ibis every- 
thing before it. 

For people who follow this instinct for right are lead- 
ers. But if a leader loses it, he too is soon swept away by 
those who are able to lead — with it. 

Through human beings, into every phase of activity 
permeates this instinct for right. It has no organization 
excepting in the heart. It’s the Kingdom of Heaven 
within us. 





Real Things 


HE real man is the one who is able to look you in 

the face instantly and give honest reply —not the 
one who has to run around a block two or three times and 
consult a dictionary, or ask Bill or Pete. 

And the real things in life are the spontaneous, bub- 
bling things that give joy and gladness at first touch. 

Fame, money, great attainment —are all unreal and 
vapory unless a man stands behind them. 

If many people were paraded at their actual accumula- 
tion, you would see signs all over them, each one reading 
the same: Unreal — unreal — unreal! 

The real things are few and primary — the beauties of 
nature and the loveliness in human nature. And there 


are enough of the real things to go all around — even 
should there be a hundred billion more people added to 
the world to-morrow! 

The main thing is just to keep the real things in circu- 
lation. That’s all. 

Let’s try. First by being real ourselves. 





Apprenticeship 


NE thing we do know, without contradiction, and 
that is that we all at one time — crept. 

There is always a weird sort of witchery to big win- 
ning that never fails to attract fools, as the glare of the 
lamp does moths. Its very warmth misleads. 

But the wise man always sees a path behind it all — 
the apprenticeship of pain, of privation, of evil report, 
of hunger, of hard toil, of loneliness. 

And he (the man with the vision) knows full well that 
no man is smart enough to rob character. 

How are you to learn to lead? By learning how to 
follow. 

Is it difficult? Very. ; 

Through apprenticeship to mastery — there is no other 
way. I know the “ outside call,” but leave me alone. I 
grant the laughter and the fellowship. But it’s shallow. 
And I have a long journey yet to go. I cannot leave 
myself. 

And so it is. The show must have its rehearsal. 

Just now I see Napoleon at Brienne, Lincoln at New 
Salem, Hamilton at St. Croix, Grant at Galena—and I 
say that apprenticeship is hard to bear, but that failure 
is still a hundred times harder. 

So you want to be masterful—a success? All right. 
Serve your apprenticeship. 





At Home Alone 


LOVE to wander through the rooms and halls of a 

big house alone. I like to go into this room and into 
that one, and wonder about all the laughter and sorrow 
and history that have ever entered there. 

It’s all so much like the frequent wandering that one 
takes through the rooms and halls of one’s heart. For 
life is like a house, occupied by a wandering tenant. 

How wonderful to be alone at times— just to lean 
back in your easy chair and think and plan. Such a 
time of growth, of perspective gathering! For in soli- 
tude, it seems as though all the innumerable spirits of 
worlds, past and present, come to whisper and to guide. 

There is such a matchless sort of restfulness away from 
the crowd, where silent ideas become full of voice and 
where our better selves swoop down upon us to tell us 
frankly, not only what we should not do, but what we 
should do. - 

The human heart has but one real home. And that is 
where its best self loves to roam and think — and rest. 

Little traveler, why worry so much? Trot home for 
a little while. And rest there. And think there. And 
love there. And pray there. And laugh there. 

And be alone there. 





a 


Take the Plunge 


ae do things because they think they can do 
things. To break the ice, to take the initial plunge, 
is to clear the biggest barrier to success. 

But this is a fact that should never be lost sight of — 
the water is never as cold as it looks to be. And the 
fellow who has already taken the plunge is always the 
man to exclaim, “Come on in—the water’s fine!” 

I would put it stronger than “He who hesitates is 
lost.” I would say “ He who hesitates is — dead!” 

Your individual happiness is going to be measured by 
your quickness to recognize the things you ought to do 
and your ability immediately to do them. Your measure 
of success in this world is going to be judged in the same 
way, in regard to everything that comes up to you for 
decision. 

Keep ever in mind that the initial decision takes the 
most courage. Take the plunge. And think of the things 
that are eliminated just the minute that you have taken 
the plunge! 

Days and weeks and months, perhaps years, of worry 
and indecisions as to whether you should or should not — 
all wiped out in an instant, on taking the plunge! 

Life at its best is not very long, you know, and its ebb- 
ing should be toward happier and better things. 

So— take the plunge! 





To-day 


O-DAY is what you have. It’s also what you are. 

And again, To-day is what you do. And if you 
haven’t anything and aren’t anybody and do nothing — 
why, then, for you there is no To-day! 

To-day is music. To-day is art. To-day is literature. 
To-day is joy. To-day is work. To-day is play. To-day 
is LIFE. 

Yesterday is no problem — for it is past. To-morrow | 
is no problem — for it isn’t here. To-day is supremacy. 
To-day is the world. To-day is opportunity! 

All history depends upon To-day. 

Crowd in upon it, then. To-day — take hold upon its 
faintest chance. Spread your good — To-day. Be game 
— To-day. Be glad and great — To-day. 

To-day is the day — your day. 

To-day is Time and Change doing its job. Are you a 
vital part of the play? To-day you may start out all 
anew. To-day you may put to use what you learned a 
day ago. The center of your entire life may revolve 
about — To-day. 

But, above all things, do not fear To-day. And let all | 
worry slide. All things that do not count — let them go, 
too. Work and help and love — To-day. 

For this To-day shall never dawn again! 





Wants 


NE of your most valuable assets is to have — wants! 
| To be perfectly satisfied, to have everything desired 

— such a human being never lived. But this is very im- 
portant — the more you have, the less you desire to keep 
what you have. 

The beggar has a greater world for imagination than 
a Carnegie or a Croesus. For he has nothing but — 
Wants, Wants, Wants! 

Success is paved all the way with — Wants. 

But to find Success it is necessary for you to climb each 
separate Want as you would mount a stairway — each 
serving you. For as a mine has to be dug into that its 
value may be established, so must Wants be used. 

Never get through Wanting something that you have 
not, or Wanting to be something that you are not. Not 
in a spirit of envy or selfishness — but in a spirit of pride 
and self-interest, that the whole world may be a sharer 
in your gaining. 

There are Wants for Money, for Fame, for Knowl- 
edge, for Food, for Clothes, for Pleasure, for Happi- 
ness — but the greatest Want of all is the Want to serve. 

There is no Want in the whole category of Wants so 
worth while, so filled with thrilling experience, as this 
Want to serve — to be useful. 

So in all your Wanting — Want to be somebody that 
the world will miss after you have done with your job. 





A Happy Tip 


IFT your eyes and look ahead. Stretch your legs 
and point them forward. Take a long and healthy | 
breath. Say that you are glad to be around. 
Smile a little, trot a little, lend a hand right here and 
now. 
_ Teach your brain to think and ponder. Figure out 
just what to do. Laugh at poy ghost of ratte 
| Pinch yourself and know that you're alive. 
Smile a little, trot a little, lend a hand right here and 


now. 

What you are is what you do. What you say is what 
you think. All the world’s a friend of yours, if you 
give and serve and take — what’s coming to you. So— 


Smile a little, trot a little, lend a hand right here and 
now. 

All your faults are merely human. When you sin, 
you just mistake. Life’s a battle and a game. Fight 
you must. Win or lose you may. Neither counts you 
out, if you’ll — 

Smile a little, trot a little — lend a hand right here and 
now! 





Praise 


LIKE to be praised. I don’t believe it hurts me a bit. 

I usually know whether. it is merited or not. If it 
is, it makes me happier and more determined to do bet- 
ter. If it isn’t, it makes me more conscious of my short- 
coming and spurs me to become deserving. 

Isn’t this the way it is with you? 

I have a wonderful business. Sometimes I think it 
is greater than the one Mr. Rockefeller made his money 
from. Mr. Rockefeller started his money-making by 
selling oil to light people’s houses. I run a business 
which furnishes half a nation or so with something that 
lights up people’s hearts and lives. And my biggest 
asset is the praise I give to the writers and artists who 
keep these millions in the happy zone. I love my bus- 
iness because it gives me the chance to praise. 

The greatest intoxicant in the world is praise. 

You can’t praise too much or too often. We are so 
prone to take good works and worthy deeds for granted. 
Some employers withhold merited praise from their 
workers for fear of being asked to increase compensation. 
Nothing could be more short-sighted. Praise adds to 
ability, lifts a man out of mediocrity. Its investment is 
beyond stocks and bonds or lands. 

The next best thing to being praised is for you to 
praise. I know because I have tried it out. 

So don’t be afraid to praise. 





Experience 


XPERIENCE is a wonderful leavener. We are all 
the time putting our fingers into some strange pie, 
“just to see what it seems like.” 

Well, we find out all right. And thereafter leave the 
wrong pie to its individual glory — meanwhile adding to 
the world’s storehouse of knowledge by warning others 
as to the unwisdom of such an experiment. 

But some of us learn so slowly...Some of us, in our 
wild and untamed enthusiasm, “rush in where angels 
fear to tread.” And then Mr. Experience collects toll 
at the door as we come out. 

However, I am not sure but that Mr. Experience wishes 
for the chance of many who pay tribute at his door. 

We do not learn quite so much from the experience 
of others as we do from our own. And the more we 
keep still and just “saw wood ” the wiser we get. 

In this connection a gold-laden-with-wisdom little 
stanza comes to me, and I want you to learn it and re- 
member it: 


“ There was a little bird-in an oak — 
The more he heard, the less he spoke; 
The less he spoke, the more he heard — 
Why can’t we all be like that little bird?” 





Hobby Riding 


I HAVE been thinking of a most interesting idea. Here 
‘it is: A society, of national organization, where all 
Hobby-Riders might get together and compare notes. 
Wouldn’t that be interesting? 

In the first place, there is nothing in the world like a 
Hobby. And it can’t be ridden too fast or too long. 
There is nothing like a Hobby to calm nerves and ragged 
tempers and bad acting livers. 

I know a man who is famous across the world, almost, 
whose Hobby for years has been the gathering of all 
sorts of canes from all points of the compass. 

Life is truly serious business, but not so serious that 
_we should worry it off its “trolley.” A good, sound 
Hobby is a marvelous thing to keep the wheels ofa 
busy life well oiled and running. 

My Hobby is beautiful etchings — Whistlers, Rem- 
brandts, Zorns, Legros, Leperes, McBeys, and oh, a 
dozen others. I don’t know what I would do without 
this Hobby. I am afraid I would be difficult to live with. 
(I am difficult to live with anyway.) 

I hope you have a Hobby. If you haven’t one, get 
one. It doesn’t matter much what it is, so long as you 
love it and ride it without falling off. 





He Just Kept Still 


«| a New York subway is probably the most crowded 
transportation proposition on earth. An incident 
occurred in my sight one time that almost made it a 
pleasure to travel in its cars. The guard had called for 
the shutting of the doors, when a puffing human, in the 
shape of a man, came rushing through the half-closed 
door. 

A young man happened to be in the way of this late 
comer, into whom he shoved his one hundred and ninety- 
four pounds. 

“Why don’t you get out of my way?” he growled. 
Not a word from the young man. “ Didn’t you see me 


coming?” Not a word from the young man. “ Say, . 


why don’t you'say something?” still howled the one in 
human form. Not a word from the young man. 
I studied the face of that chap. He had one of the 


greatest and finest qualities to be found in a man—. 


control. 

And he was only a young man, of perhaps eighteen 
years. One blow of his would have felled the larger 
man. But he chose just to keep still. 

I have thought of this young man a hundred times. 
And I would like to know who he was and all about 
him. I would like to follow his career. One thing is 
sure —no matter what vocation he chooses, he will be 
a leader. 





Lifters and Leaners 


HE world is made up of two classes of people — 

lifters and leaners. The lifters are the builders, the 
trail blazers, the initiators, the strong, the never-say-die 
sort. The others are just simply — the leaners. 

In greater or less degree, every man and woman be- 
longs in one of these classes. In greater or less degree, 
you are drifting one way or the other. Think for a 
moment. Where do you stand? 

The world is all the time turning over. It’s hunting 
its “power of place.” And men must make up its 
sphere. They must construct its bed. 

How inspiring it is to be a LIFTER! Have you ever 
stopped to consider that every time you lift, you grow 
stronger? And every time you lean—ever so uncon- 
sciously — you grow weaker? 

The entire world must continually be made strong — 
that it may lift up the weak. 

And your place is probably right where you are — 
until some compelling power calls and leads you to some 
other place. 

Work out your plan. But first get or create a plan. 
As you lead, others are bound to follow. Example is 
influence. Example is inspiration. And inspiration is 
achievement — pictured out. 

Lift, my friend, lift! 





On Being a “Good Scout” 


ae ERY day life must come to us as a thing more 
apparent, else we must admit decay of spirit. 
Your tooth aches? Your stomach is rebelling? Your 
heart is missing beats? Sorrow is enwrapping you? 
Well, traveler, listen to what friend Euripides wrote 
some thousand odd years before you or me: 


“ Naught else to us hath yet been dealt, 
But that which daily men have felt.” 


It is said of Ulysses, that ancient and craggy old war- 
rior, that when his dog died he could not put away the 
tears; but the moment that he noticed like tears stream- 
ing down the cheeks of his wife, he immediately dried his 


own — strengthened the while, maybe, by reason alertly 
stirred. 

Destiny is apt to wink at your heels at every corner 
that you turn and in every road that you take. But 
there is nothing in the fact to set your heart adrift. 

You can always be game. 

Stripped of your clothes, you still have your skin — 
more marvelous than the coats and garments of any 
cutter of the loom! 

Men and times often take curious tack. And the 
| warmest friendships sometimes wither. But an _ in- 
vincible kingdom is entered somewhere in every intrepid 
heart. 

Then why not “tune up?” Bea “ good scout!” 





Hello, Rocks — Hello, Trees 


Ss I wonder what civilization is anyway. 
I walk into the country and sit upon a rock and it 
tells me more than my most learnedly written book. 

A matchless tree waves its limbs in a mild moving 
wind and a note of music, more wonderful than any ever 
breathed by a harp, comes to my ear. And I say that 
here is spontaneous composition without a fault. 

And just as naturally as though I had been “ born in 
the family,” I say: 

“ Hello, rocks — hello, trees!” 

And I think they understand. I do anyway. 

All you are, you owe to Nature. Elegant clothes, 
beautiful hats, fine diamonds, food, the air you breathe, 
the water that you drink — all are but servant gifts from 
the one great giver of all — Nature. 

The further you get from Nature, the less happy you 
are; and the nearer, the more exultant you become over 
the world and all that there is in it. 

There is nothing unbeautiful in nature. Even the de- 
caying tree, the dead bush, the vanishing stream — each 
is beautiful. 

If you know how to see, “ all’s right with the world.” 

For everything that Nature creates is clean and right. 





Take Your Years With You 


ae isn’t a thing to experiment with. It is a thing 
that should be taken at its full worth and used. 
For if it isn’t recognized and used, it passes quickly into 
eternal oblivion —as far as you are concerned. 

Time may pass. But the years that Time makes up 
and builds, you may take with you. 

For what you build on the years that come to you, } 
one by one, grows as an accumulating asset, valuable to 
you in every forward step that you take. 

But neither Time nor your years are to be hoarded; 
for Time is like the air you breathe — after it has been 
used, it passes quickly away. Whereas, like the oxygen - 
in the air, which goes into the re-blooding of your sys- 
tem, so do the years, made up out of Time, go to build 
what you are. 

Take your years with you! Do not regret their 
numerical passing. For they really do not pass. Why, 
your years may even be piled up for you to live with: 
during the years yet to be! 

There is compensation for every change in the world 
and in life. Youth has its marvelous physical initiative, 
whereas the on-coming years give the brain vigor that 
the early years could not possibly give. 

So pick up your years and take them with you. With 
the adding of every single new year, you will need the 
old ones “ for company.” 





The Cost cf Leadership 


hose trail blazer always has to pay a heavy penalty. 
But it always is a price that is soon cashed and re- 
deemed into inspiration — which, by the way, is a most 
precious commodity. 

To lead is to enter into a personal empire, vast in its 
suggestive ideas for service and achievement. So that, 
in the end, the work, the sweat, the privation, the mis- 
understanding of the world, the loss of friends even, 
which the forwardness of vision seems always to de- 
mand, count as little to the man who is not afraid and who 
likes the look ahead better than the look behind. 

For to lead is itself to inspire and lead others to lead. 

The world owes everything to its leaders —to those 
who first made the path, then to those who dug into 
the ground and made homes and cities and states and 
nations. 

Welded into a co-operative unit, we all form the won- 
der of the Universe of Time and Place. 

No matter how menial your task may seem, if you 
keep your eyes ahead and do not falter, you are a part 
of the leadership of the present which forms and moulds 
the future. 

Pay the cost gladly, then, and plod your way ahead. 
This is a wonderful world. 





You Can 


HERE are two words that should be cut in lasting 
letters across the entrance to your brain, hung in 
golden prominence all around your heart, and burnt 
into the very desire of your hope for place in the world. 
Here they are: 

YOU CAN! 

You can make of yourself a stupendous figure in the 
work of the world; you can command; you can build; 
you can multiply your own modest efforts until they 
become works of power; you can dream and make your 
dreams real; you can strive and trot on with smiles 
in your heart, and the world will want you to stay a long 
time — you can— YOU can. 


Achievement is an impression on the brain—worked 
out. 

The great thing is never to allow a worthy impression 
to fade away. The inspiring thing is to be a creator of 
impressions — and bring them all to pass in enduring 
works. But always remember that — 

You CAN. 


Ycu are the only person who is able to interfere 
peimanently with your own success. But since YOU 
can, there is no power in existence able to swerve you, 
able to slow you up, able to take from you your fine faith » 
and fortitude. 

My friend, whom I may not know, yet wish to help 
— morning, noon, night and always ——- YOU CAN! 





At the Dinner Table 


I LIKE my food mixed with love, with laughter, with 
interest and with companionship. I would rather be 
shut in jail for a day than to eat alone. 

Of all the hours of the day, there are few that equal 
that hour where one is gathered with those one loves at 
dinner time. 

I think that there should be a law to compel every 
human being to spend a certain time at the dinner table. 
Why? Well, in the first place, because it would be a 
wonderful thing for everybody’s stomach. In the sec- 
ond place, because it would give people lessons in get- 
ting together, in getting better acquainted, and in learning 
the power back of companionship and the interchange of 
ideas and experiences. 

If you can’t take the time to eat, don’t eat. For until 
you learn to love your meals, and to welcome them for 
what they are going to make you become, you had bet- 
ter starve. 

It would be a good thing for the great race of men, 
for those who abuse its privileges, to go hungry until 
such time as they might learn the VALUE and GLORY 
of eating. 

Food eaten in anger, or at a time when the spirits 
or brain of a man are at odds, means sure poison sent 
into the entire system. 

Hurry for no one at the dinner table. And save your 
best thoughts, your broadest smiles, and your greatest 
self, for those who come about you at meal time. 

If you think you can’t do this — do it anyway. 
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Learn to Shut the Door 


HAVE studied the ways of many big men. The big- 

gest men work simply. They have learned to take 
a thing in hand—and finish it with the minimum of 
disturbance. They have usually worked with their 
door shut. 

Concentration of effort is one of the most vital fac- 
tors in existence for the building of power. All great 
men have it. The trivial, to them, always looks insig- 
nificant. The big always looks important. 

I have noticed also, that men who do great things, 
never seem to have a lot of work piled up on their hands. 

So definite, so accurate and so dominant is their mind, 
that they see a thing accomplished in their imagination 
as soon as their orders for its doing are given. 

Keep out of your mind, and out of your office, and out 
of your world, every element that seeks admittance with 
no definite, helpful, useful end in view. 

Work out your problems with a clear and enthusiastic 
mind. Remember that the end of every worth-while job 
marks the beginning of a new and better one. 

Learn to keep the door shut. 

But don’t forget and stay inside so long that the whole 
world will have passed by the time you come out! 
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Impossible — But It Was Done 


py G the great war, it was decided by the United 
States Government to build a city of warehouses 
upon the flat, marshy waste bordering upon Newark, 
New Jersey. Great storehouses were necessary for the 
accommodation of supplies to be shipped to France. 

One of the leading engineers in America was con- 
sulted. He said that it was absolutely impossible to 
carry out the plan. Three months later the same engi- 
neer and builder stood upon the same ground, and saw 
done what he confidently believed could not be done. 

They told Harriman that he could not build the rail- 
road across the great Salt Lake at Utah. “ All right,” 
said the little giant, “go ahead and do it!” 

The great tunnels underneath the Hudson at New 
York were built by McAdoo after dozens of attempts 
had failed. They laughed at McAdoo when he said 
that he intended to go ahead and do it. They don’t 
laugh now, for he did it. 

The Panama Canal is a living answer to weak and 
wavering faith—a living monument to courage and 
daring. 

Almost anything can be done with ideas, plus the will 
to put them through. And it is a strange fact that the 
sooner you get started at doing the impossible, the more 
convinced you become that the thing is entirely possible! 





Handicaps 


E DO things because we are spurred to them. 

Benjamin Tillman had but one eye.. Few knew 
that he lost the other reading and studying Greek and 
Latin by the light of a pine knot in his early youth. 
The smoke injured his eye and he lost the use of it. 

But that was only a prod to such a man. He rose 
from the poorest circumstances to the office of governor 
of his state and finally to the United States Senate, which 
office he filled with great credit and ability, respected to 
the last by friends and foes. 

Prescott, the historian, was totally blind. So was Mil- 
ton. The great preacher, Dr. Henson, had but one eye. 
The late Joseph Pulitzer, founder of the New York 
World, was totally blind and racked with bodily pain 
during his last twenty years. Theodore Roosevelt dur- 
ing his late years had the use of but one eye, though few 
knew it until years after he had actually lost its use. 

I once read of a man named Downing, a banker, who 
made a wonderful success of his life, though he was 
almost all cripple. This is what he said: “A man is 
worth about a dollar and a half a day, but from his neck 
up, he may be worth a hundred thousand dollars a year.” 

So long as you have your head, and your brains are 
healthy, you may treat with the immortal gods, and worry 
not. 
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Do You Like Surprises? 


oo G and thrilling as life may be made, and as 

it is to many who make it so, still there creeps into 
all our lives a kind of dull monotony, at times, that is 
anything but cheerful. 

It is then life’s little surprises count for much. 

For surprises stimulate, arouse interest and awaken 
us all. They tell us how to start new trails. They sug- 
gest ways to get out of our small selves. They prod. 
They lift. 

Have you not often noted the sparkle and brightness 
that has lightened the face of one ill, when an unexpected 
gift of flowers came to the sick room? And the letter 
from one long absent — what a surprise of cheer! 

But to none could so warm a surprise of happiness 
come as to you who cause the surprise. 

Do you like surprises? Then give them to others. 
Strew them everywhere you go. When you get most 
alone in feeling and in spirit, think out some surprise for 
someone who would the least expect it from you. Then 
watch the wondrous “troops of beautiful, tall angels ” 
joining you in your walk. 

Remember, too, that you are able to surprise yourself. 
For it is the daily individual surprises that create a desire 
on your part to give to others what you have first given 
to yourself. 

See whom you can surprise today! 


It Pays To Be Serious 


I HAVE often wondered why it is that so many people 
think that life is nothing but a hop, skip and a jump 
proposition. 

There is a motto in my work room that I love best. 
It says: “When you play, play hard. When you work, 
don’t play at all.” Its author was Theodore Roosevelt. 

I think that motto can pretty well round out a life. 

It’s a wonderful thing to work and to work hard. But 
it’s just as wonderful to play and to play hard. As long 
as a man has breath in his system every movement should 
be a serious movement. 

It’s just as serious a thing to smile, as it is to think 
with the smile hung up for a while. But not serious in 
the sense that a man should go around with a face so 
long that you would think he took his meals out of a 
churn! 

If there is one man on earth I admire and love, it’s 
the serious man— who feels his responsibility — who 
takes it up — but who carries it through, not with poison 
in his soul while he does it, but with joy in his heart. 

Of course, at best, life gets pretty puzzling at times. 
But this is all the more reason why a man’s brain should 
be taught to think in straight lines, and not in curves 
and zig-zags. 

Don’t let anybody cheat you out of your proper seri- 
ousness because — it pays to be serious. 





Red Blood 


I DON’T want to feel your pulse or know how your 
liver is. I just want to see your red blood — in your 

hands, your cheeks, your lips, and back of the white 

of your eyes! 

Then I will tell you the measure of your happiness 
or the degree of possibility that backs you for success. 

For it is the contractile power of blood vessels which 
feed your brain, that makes you what you are. The 
“boss is in” and “business is fine” where red blood 
is on the job. 

Health is more than wealth. For all the wealth in 
the world cannot buy health after it is gone. Red blood 
means health. And health means stamina, force, power, 
initiative, buoyancy, nerve-reserve and happiness. 

All in all, the healthiest life is the most naturally lived 
life, where work is pleasure—or, as a wise physician 
so aptly expressed it, “the best way to live well, is to 
work well.” 

No one ever planned that a healthy human should 
shy at every leaf stir. On a nobler plan was the body 
conceived. Rather, one should be able to walk steadily 
and unafraid though a shower of brick-bats threaten. 

Red blood! Where shall you get it? From the clean 
air, from the sweat on the brow, from the beauty of the 
earth, from thinking, from plain living and unadorned 
eating, from life well lived. 





Books 


ine are wonderful. In you live the hope, 
the comfort, the philosophy, the glory, the peace, 
the reward of a world. You line the edge of my life. 
As I view you—of a thousand lives expressed and of 
a hundred thousand thoughts revealed —I say that come 


what may, so long as I stick to you, I shall not be en- | 


tirely alone. 

You, Tennyson— you, Thoreau, Whitman, Hugo, 
Bancroft, Redpath, Green, Carlyle; you, Dumas, Balzac, 
Poe, Cervantes, Shakespeare, Byron, Stevenson, Burns, 
London; you, Maeterlinck, Rosetti, Emerson, De 
Maupassant, Twain — you all are my friends. I know 
you. You will never die. 

Some of you in your rich coverings—some of you 
in your fine inner clothes, with marvelous type expressions 
— how you thrill me! I feel like caressing your pages 
that say so much, that inspire so far. While I am with 
you, you are all looking at me and I feel that I am 
afraid of nothing. When I leave you in your brown, 
solid cases, you follow me with what you have given me. 
Oh, books, my friends —I love you! 

The heaven that I look forward to, is the one where 
shall be found the most magnificent library of books. 





The Thing That Melts 


HERE is a key to every heart in the universe, and 

every human being carries that key. It is kindness! 
Kindness will melt the hardest heart. Kindness turns 
tears into smiles. Kindness makes enemies your friends. 
Kindness inspires, uplifts, leads! 

Kindness softens, smoothes, heals! 

Kindness sweetens, builds. It sweeps whole continents 
of misunderstandings away like hills of sand before a 
surging tide. 

Kindness is positive. It never offers excuses. It looks 
you in the face. It takes you by the hand. It doesn’t 
care about what you have been — it only wants to know 
what you are. 

Kindness is heaven here and now. Kindness is sun- 
shine right after the storm. Kindness is the song that 
thrills and gladdens and floods everything with light. 

Kindness is God! 





Learn Two Moves at Once 


| Sota was a pretty wise saying that we were all taught 
early in life—that it was well not to carry all our 
eggs in the same basket. 

Every leader has a dozen alternatives. 

Bank everything on the move that you have carefully 
thought out and which you believe is worth making. But 
be sure you have in mind the next move if that one fails 
— or succeeds. 

Try to learn two moves at once—the move you in- 
tend to make directly and the move that you see in your 
mind just ahead of that one. 

I am inclined to think that the “ assistant boss ” is quite 
a little better than the “real boss.” For this reason: 
the “real boss” feels quite secure in his well-feathered 
nest — whereas the “assistant boss” visions himself in 
the job of the “real boss” and he will never be satis- 
fied until he is there. 

Everybody admires and looks up to the man of re- 
sources, just as everyone looks up to the man who has 
accumulated money in the bank beyond his daily needs. 
“Rainy days” come to us all, no matter how smart we 
may be. 

Another valuable point connected with always having 
other plans “ saved up” is this: there is a great incentive 
back of the man who knows that he is not going to be 
beaten once, nor twice, nor three times, but that always 
he has something ready to spring, in case of miscarried 
plans. 

And incentive is one of those magic human feelings 
that help to rule the world! 
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The Other End 


HERE would be little or no incentive to effort were 

it not for what lies just beyond — at the other end of 
things. So great is this incentive, that a man sometimes 
gladly gives his very life —his all—that the ideal for 
which he strives may come into its own. 

Life seems to be built this way. Nations like individ- 
uals, seek growth and strength by keeping their eye set 
upon — the other end. 

It is a sound idea. We appreciate least those things 
which we seem to hold most securely. 

Every good Mother sees beyond the toddling tot to 
the useful citizen. And no sacrifice seems too great, be- 


cause at the other end will come compensation quite 


sufficient. 

You who toil at your tasks long and late, cannot you 
see in pictured actuality the other end that makes your 
efforts not irksome, but agreeable? Enthusiasm will stir 
you if you can. 

Lose your ideals, banish your high purposes, and at 
once you kill the things that made life worth the living. 
Think of the other end. Work with the other end in 
view all the time. ' 

Set your desires, your hopes, your aims “ upon a hill.” 
Then get to work climbing that hill. 





The Uplifted Head 


RIDE is a wonderful affair—the pride of respect 

and regal inheritance. I like the word “king.” In 
its derivation it means the “able man.” And that is 
what we all strive to be — able, fit, alert and dependable. 

I would like to live in a pure democracy of kings! 
Every man a master —of himself. There could then 
be no mastering over others — excepting in a healthful 
way. A nation built of such beings, could rightly be 
named a nation of uplifted heads. For there would be 
no hanging heads and long faces there. A man who is 
his own good keeper may well be trusted to be his 
brother’s good keeper. 

The uplifted head doesn’t walk into blind alleys and 
open “manholes.” It sees. It sees the biggest part of 
the world, too. And its perspective is clear and vital. 

Our wills work heroically as we face things boldly. 
As we strike out unhesitatingly, we gain in intelligence 
and viewpoint, while that ever-following ghost of us all 
— Fear — simply fades into mist, and is no longer of 
us a part. 

The uplifted head is a kind of road sign to every pass- 
erby that sordidness and selfishness are but a muddy back- 
ground to the atmosphere of a really fine world. Some- 
thing like the white lily shooting its soul out of the mire 
to toss a few kisses at the sun! 

Look up—not down. Keep an uplifted head. 





Ever Old Yet Always New 


aa my friend, you are right — almost everything 
centres around whether one has faith. The believer 
— he is the biggest man in the world! 

One man built the Brooklyn Bridge, the great Hudson 
tunnels, the marvelous railway across Salt Lake, the 
Roosevelt Dam, the mammoth ocean hounds, the talking 
machine, the telegraph and telephone and wireless. His 
name is Mr. Faith. 

You will always find Faith where anything is. 

And, although Faith is always old — thousands of years 
— yet it is always new. For nothing may be attempted 
without it. 

Faith never runs along the ground— it is always 
mounting like an eagle! f 

The first thing that the baby uses is its Faith— and 
the last thing that age falls back upon is Faith. Bound 
about the years is this invisible thing that gives to the 
tired and discouraged its finest stuff, and to the most 
hopeful its helping hand. 

Faith is not only the foundation for all that matters, 
but the structure as well. 

If you would see and know — beyond — Faith is able 
to do this for you. For, though it is always old, yet it 
is always new. 





The Mind Gallery 


hd pictures act upon the soul in quite the 
effective manner that actual pictures do upon the 
mind through the eyes. Beautiful pictures inspire, for 
they visualize the real to us. 

I have often walked through great art galleries and 
watched the effect that the wonderful pictures had upon 
different people. I have watched those with every evi- 
dence of wealth in jewels and raiment, as well as those 
who seemed to have but little in a material way. And I 
have noted that the effect is inspiring in every case. 

But the greatest gallery in the world is the one that 
each of us carries about in his own mind. 

There are the pictures of our victories as well as our 
defeats. There are shown every phase of our desires 
—some in magnificent colorings, and some in tints of 
quiet gray. But they all have become a part of us and 
we would regret to lose a single picture from this mind 
gallery —this Institute of Experience. 

But we should keep adding all the time to this mind 
gallery of ours — and keep improving it. 

What sort of pictures are you hanging there? Do 
you love to go to them again and again? Do you thrill 
as you show them, in your life actions, to your best loved 
friends? What kind of a collector are you, anyway? 
Do you like to walk through your mind gallery? 
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Dignity 
HERE will always be something peculiarly fine about 
the worker or thinker who plants a certain dignity 
underneath all that he does. 

To be dignified just as a pose is to defeat the reason for 
dignity. For dignity must accompany a personality —a 
man or woman who has deserved well of life. Not to hold 
dignity as a great asset is to belittle one’s personality and 
cast a shadow upon worth. 

The one who feels responsibility is always accompanied 
by a splendid dignity. 

But to be dignified is not to be snobbish or so reserved 
that human sympathy is crushed. Nor is dignity to be 
confused with an attitude that shuns work with the hands 
or tasks that are of a menial character. 

Dignity is character — proud itself. 

I imagine Lincoln as one of the most dignified of men. 
Approachable and kind and generous he was — but his 
great and supreme worth was recognized the minute that 
one came into his presence. 

The greatest dignity is of a pleasant sort— big and 
kind. 

I like the dignified friend — so dignified that he is too 
proud to be false or disloyal, too great to be small! 





Step by Step 


ee that you do and think is a product of 
the simplest beginnings. The profoundest thinker 
who ever lived, first had to learn his letters. 

The runner soon tires. He who takes up his journey 
step by step, however, goes far — accumulating strength | 
as he gains in distance. 

Step by step do we learn and grow. 

Just remember that Lincoln and Grant, in their small | 
town stores, must often have gotten discouraged and 
have thought that the future looked pretty dark. Lincoln 


has made record of the fact that he knew hardly more | 


when he had arrived at the age of twenty than is known 
by the ordinary school boy. 

But, step by step, these two men found their way to 
fame and glory, each having become President of the 
greatest Democracy in the world. 

If you walk knowingly toward your goal, one step is 
as ten in the dark! 

Step by step plod on. Never be troubled at being 
passed by the fleet one. The distance covered at the end, 
the friends you have made, the good you have accom- 
lished, the total record, is what counts. 





Never Be Satisfied 


UR achievements travel no further than our best 

desires. We can not-be told too many times about 

the power back of our thoughts. What life is for us 

is largely a matter of the attitude which we have toward 
life. Our thoughts are what build this attitude. 

We all get discouraged. I never knew anyone who did 
not. No really worthy worker is ever satisfied with what 
he has done. 

After all, it is actually a good sign to feel dissatisfied 
— dissatisfied, but never disgruntled or bitter. For it is 
when we are honestly dissatisfied that the mind calls upon 
us to use the thought that lead onward — and not back- 
ward. 

Never get to where you feel fully satisfied, But be 
careful not to get dissatisfaction and discontent mixed up. 
Put back of all your dissatisfaction a sincere desire to 
grow better and bigger. 

Never stop working. Never stop helping and serving. 
Never stop doing the best that you know how. Never 
give up the thing that you have set your heart upon at- 
taining ! 

Never be satisfied ican in knowing that you have 
done your best. 





Keep Looking Around 


| beams with any successful man and he will tell you 
that it is much easier to win than to fail. There is 
no secret about it at all. Simply keep looking around — 
and do the things that lie nearest. You will be surprised 
to learn how many interesting tasks are waiting for you 
to take them up. 

Keep looking around! 

We all have our bents. The important job for each of 
us is to discover the ones that were meant for us to fol- 
low. We succeed if we keep looking around. 

_ Not a single force in Nature stands still. All progress 
is embodied in movement. As we look around, we see 
and learn. New things fascinate. Change stimulates. 

Keep looking around. 

You never quite know your ability until you test it to 
great limit, by looking and working around. | 

The world is big. The mind is flexible. A man’s 
spirit has no confining jacket. 

Keep looking around— until you have found your 
real place. Then stick to it and make both your job and 
yourself notable. 





Helping “in the Silent” 


aoe are two ways to do things — with your words 

and with your acts. A man does not have to open 
his mouth and talk, in order that one may feel his worth. 
Character is a pictured and moulded affair — not any- 
thing spoken. 

It is said that Tennyson and Carlyle used to call upon 
each other and sit whole evenings together, smoking their 
pipes — scarcely talking at all. Just two great natures 
feasting on each other’s thoughts! 

_ Influence is always traveling. It is a divine part of the 
ether of the world. 

Most of the helpfulness of time and space is done “ in 
the silent ””— in thinking and in words understandable 
without utterance. The pressing of the hand, the smile 
of the face, the sparkle of the eye — they tell things too 
great and deep and splendid to be formed into mere 
words. 

Looks speak volumes. Sometimes they spin out a life- 
time of experience and sympathy. And how they do 
help, too — in their silence. 

We may all help thus — “in the silent!” 

Sometimes we do not even understand ourselves. And 
it isn’t strange, either, but natural. Out from mystery 
were we conceived and born. In the swerving mysteries 
of life we move and have our being. But the greatest 
and divinest of all that we are is involved in the beautiful 
thing of helping people, as we trot along—“in the 
silent.” 





A Pal 


PAL is in the diamond, pearl or ruby class — rare 

and precious. But different in this way — fine and 
rare as a real Pal is, intrinsic value does not enter into 
his possession. 

A Pal loves, forgives, forgets, sympathizes, under- 
stands — above all, understands. You don’t have to ex- 
plain or excuse to the one who is your Pal. 

A Pal always comes to you when.you need him most, 
and he isn’t afraid a bit if the whole crowded world 
deserts you. He is there to stay because, don’t you see, 
he is your Pal, and you want him and he wants you. 

A Pal doesn’t keep things back. A Pal is honest, 
above-board, open and expressive. A Pal can make mis- 
takes and they are just mistakes; but if he isn’t your Pal, 
then they are blunders instead, and you may resent and 
be unhappy — but somehow, with a Pal, you love right 
through everything and are the stronger bound for the 
very weaknesses that sometimes hide strong feeling un- 
expressed. 

A Pal is always around — in spirit and in feeling. He 
does not understand the fair-weather quality. My Pal 
is always around when I am most in need, and I am in- 
spired and spurred ahead. And I shall win all things 
worth while because I have a Pal. 

If you have a Pal, you have the world — and no one 
can take it from you. 
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Anonymous 


I CAME across this very beautiful sentiment the other 
day: “ Forgiveness is the perfume that the trampled 
flower casts back upon the foot that crushed it.” 

The author I do not know, because it was marked 
merely — Anonymous. 

I stored the noble sentiment away in my heart, and 
it started me to thinking of the single word “ Anonym- 
ous ” at the end of that lovely phrase. 

I thought of that wonderful poem by Gray, “ Elegy 
Written in a Country Church Yard,” which paid such a 
great tribute to the unknowns of the earth, in the sea 
and on the land, and I said: It is the thought and the deed 
that really endure. 

Our greatest dreams, the highest truths, the deepest 
wisdom, the strongest longings of our heart, are really | 
anonymous, 

Our big deeds drop us, quite soon, as their creator and 
author. For they are really bigger than we are — having 
come from many sources, embodying a little from the 
great ALL. Mere language is little. And, in time, the 
most important name fades and dies. Some of the finest 
poetry ever written continues from age to age — “ Author 
Unknown.” 

The good grows into greater good. Every thought and 
deed goes on, into a million changes, perhaps — but 
nothing, whether of good or ill, ever quite dies. Its in- 
fluence floats into and becomes a part of the path of 
Eternity. 

So do the thing and be happy in doing it. For the good 
that men do most certainly lives after them — on and on 


and on! 
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What Is Your Price Tag? 


E ARE all priced — not as so much merchandise 

to be sold but as so much man or woman to be 
judged by worth. For no matter how we parade, we are 
what we are. We cannot conceal our worth any more 
than we can conceal our unworthiness. We can tell peo- 
ple what we think we are, or want to be, but they will see 
what we are. 

You carry a price tag. It tells toall the world every 
struggle, every sacrifice, every experience, whether of joy | 
or sorrow, of gain or loss. Unknown to you, people look 
at your tag as you look at their tag. 

Are you proud of your worth? If you are not, you 
may be. For your price tag may be raised — made big- 
ger and bigger — as your work end will become cemented 
to higher and worthier purposes. 

What a thrilling experience to look over your shoulder 
into yesterday and see that you are worth to-day double, © 
or triple or even more; to feel that your own efforts have 
raised your value in the world. 

What do you really think that you are worth? 

It is not necessary to go back to the beginning in every 
instance in order to start new life currents flowing. Just 
stand right where you are and “ take your position.” But 
waste no regrets and lose no time. Build from where you 
are and with what you have. 

Try to insure a figure on your tag that people can see 
without the use of magnifying glasses, 





Va 


If You Have a Friend 


M*. Y a kingdom has been undermined and has 
crumbled away for the want of a friend, or two. 
Many a man, many a woman, has silently withdrawn 
from a noble and brilliant outlook only to let their hearts 
eat into themselves — for the want of a friend, or two. 

The ancients used to say that “a friend is another him- 
self.” In reality, a real friend is man’s thousand other 
selves, 

He is the one with whom you divide your joys and 
smiles, with whom you scatter all your griefs and mis- 
fortunes. He’s the one who sticks, because, don’t you 
see, he’s your friend, who always understands. 

The reason why a friend is so difficult to define is be- 
cause when you have him, you know he defines himself. 
And it would be superfluous to define him to anybody 
else. That’s why he is so wonderful to you. You both 
seem to “track” steps. 

There is no such an affair as a false friend. For a 
friend is always a friend. That is why he is worth trad- 
ing a kingdom for, any day in the week. 

On the darkest day, when you have seemingly failed 
completely, your friend will love you and gather his fine 
powers to your help. 

For what does a friend care for all the “ opinions ” and 
“they says” and “I understands” and “ brickbats ” and 
whatnots in all creation? 

You, with a friend? Why, you are the luckiest human 
in the world! 





Living in the Light 


CONFESS a kind of childish terror at great storms 

— though I love them! But I would never choose to 
live in a country where storms never came. None of 
the great forces of Nature is more uplifting than that of 
the sun. He is a pretty poor sport who would not face 
his days courageously after having been touched by a 
billion sun rays on awakening in the morning. 

And yet it is only on the bright days that great shadows 
are possible. 

It’s that way with the most helpful characters — those 
who have become greatest. Their paths have been strewn | 
with shadows. Because, you see, it is the shadows which 
make the man stand boldly out against a background of 
tests. 

By living in the light, we learn to go through the dark- 
ness. 

I like to think of the sun as God’s breath — breathing 
health and newness into the world. It is a scientific fact 
that the rays of the sun will kill the most virulent germs. 
Somehow, nothing of evil lasts long under its purifying 
power. 

On the other hand, there is no other power so great in 
creative force as the sun. Let us live in the light, and 
strive to bring others into it. 
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The Fear of Criticism 


RITICISM is a good thing, I suppose, but the fear of 

it is a most destructive thing. Some of the finest 

acts of noble men and women are killed in their hatching 
nest through fear of criticism! 

As a matter of justice, about the only person deserving 
of severe criticism is the one who most fears it. 

So long as this world is inhabited by humans, there is 
sure to be an element always present ready to condemn 
and find fault with every forward act. The world of men 
is always large, but sometimes it is not very big. 

Your caliber is sure to be judged largely by the man- 
ner in which you take criticism. But do not forget this — 
the greater you become in independence and force and 
power, the more fierce and strenuous will be your critics 
and fault-finders. 

Do not judge a great artist or performer by the number 
or kind of his critics. Judge him by the way the people 
to whom he appeals, receive him. The appreciation of 
motive is the key to sure and honest criticism. — 

Greatness strides — it does not step! 

And to fear criticism is to walk the way of the man, 
who — 


“ Either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deserts are small, 
Who dares not put it to the touch 
To gain or lose it all!” 





Love-Keeps 


Whee things go to make up the triumphant life. 
There are the precious inanimates of creation — 
books, art, trinkets, letters, and like treasures — very sim- 
ple, many of them, but each one bound to the heart with. 
golden cords of interest which none but the possessor can 
ever appreciate. 

It is these little Love-keeps that help to prove us sweet 
and sound. There are hours in the lives of us all that 
call for comfort and strength. It is then that the simple 
Love-keeps come in to smooth our way and bring the 
smiles back home. 

For about Love-keeps a spirit-god stays at watch. 
And a little heaven lives thereabout. 

Our Love-keeps make us happy-human, They point 
us to better things, and help to steer us true. They lessen 
our sads and lighten up our glads. They feed us as we 
match steps with things eternal. . 

Without my books and pictures —my crowd of in- 
animates which give to me spur and spirit — I would not 
only feel quite lost, but isolated —my usefulness greatly 
impaired. 

Cherish your Love-keeps. And if you have none, find 
some ! 
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The Flight of Time 


IME, wait a minute, won’t you? You move so fast. 
+= Oh I know how many things you have to do, how 
swift must be your pace, how exact your schedule —I 
know, but wait! 

I never see you standing still, Time. Always you are 
running, running. Every time I see you, your feet look 
fleeter, your body more conditioned. A perfect athlete, 
you are, Time. 

“You must keep going? You never stop anywhere — 
never even hesitate? You have things to do that have 
never been done? Although you still have millions of 
years in which to do them, you cannot spare a second 
to pause? No? 

Well, all right. I understand, Time. Worlds must’be 
made over. Births must be cared for. Deaths must have 
their attention. Nations must be created. Wars must be 
settled. People must be made happier. Cities must be 
built. Diseases must be conquered. Songs must be writ- 
ten. Pictures must be painted. 

I see, Time, I see. You don’t have to hint at explana- 
tion. Nothing must stop. Even in sleep, the Soul must 
move and grow. 

But teach me, then, oh Time, to move with you — to 
be alert, to scent your direction, to measure your pulse, 
to understand your intentions. Let me into the secret 
chamber of your wonderful pilot house, and tell me things 
that I ought to know — about myself and things and life. 
Strange, but somehow I seem to be catching your 


“ spirit, Time! I must work, and smile, and be, and do. 


Time, I am with you! 
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The Ladder 


HERE is something inspiring about a Ladder. It 
always points up—or it isn’t a Ladder! There is 
a sermon, an essay, in the Ladder. But I just want to 
make a little “ vest pocket ” suggestion for you out of it. 

First, the Ladder always begins at the bottom. And 
there is always “ room at the top.” The ladder you most 
desire, you yourself may choose. You can select one with 
a dozen or a thousand rounds. The. longer the Ladder, 
of course, the higher you are sure to be when you reach 
the top. 

Lincoln decided that he wanted a Ladder with many 
rounds. Think of it — from that little Kentucky log hut 
to the presidency of the greatest free nation in history! 
And Napoleon — he didn’t even give a glance at any of the 
little stubby ladders that were lying around by the mil- 
lion. No, sir, he wanted one that would take him over 
the Alps! 

As you climb do not forget that the strength accumu- 
lated at the lower rounds increases with every higher 
round. Remember, too, that it is round by round, always. 
The over-ambitious who, thinking to play a trick on for- 
tune, seek to skip a round or so, nearly always slip or 
fall— compelled to begin all over again. 

Pick a big, long Ladder — then climb it slowly, honestly 
and well. 

Never mind the crowd below. Keep your eyes on the 
round at the top. 





The Fighter 


NE of the greatest privileges in this world is to be 

the friend of a fighter —a man with the will to see 

the thing through. I would almost say that the next 
greatest privilege is to be the enemy of a fighter. 

These truths were wonderfully illustrated upon the 
death of Theodore Roosevelt. Some of the most sterling 
tributes paid to this great man were paid by his bitterest 
political enemies — for, not necessarily does a man have | 
to hate in order to be an enemy. 

Friends inspire — but enemies spur a man to his task. 
Ever so surely does a man feel that his cause is right 
when he is most opposed —and the more determinedly 
does he enter upon his program with his eyes set to a 
finish. 

A leader always has to count the cost. He plays to 
the crowd that is sure to gather after his job is finished 
— quite contented with the handful that are his friends 
| as he fights on. 

It is great to be a fighter and to fight clean. It is great 
to have friends that stick to you during your fight, who 
look neither to the right nor to the left— and never 
backward, whose eyes, with yours, are set toward achieve- 
ment, 

But somehow, there is in the heart of every real fighter 
an abiding affection for those who most oppose him. A 
fighter could not help but love his friends. I am not so 
sure but that, within his secret heart, he also loves his 
enemies. Because they both make him a fighter. 





Always Better Things | 


HERE is more rest for the wicked than there is for 

- the man or woman who decides to stand still. The 
tendency of human beings is not to fight through too 
many obstacles. Across the path of the world are sta- 
tioned groups of the what’s-the-use-ers. 

Still there ever remains within the silent soul of every 
man with vision, the eternal inbred knowledge that thee 
are always better things ahead. 

There is nothing in standing still and complaining. 
There is always something in moving about, in making an 
effort toward something. 

I have never heard of a man who found fault with fate, 
or anybody or anything, who first made up his mind to do 
what he had to do (no matter how simple or humble the 
task) better than he had ever heard of its being done be- 
fore! 

Don’t get discouraged over the fact that someone has 
already worked out an idea that you wanted to be father 
to. A billion ideas yet unborn are calling for fathers! 

And the more that people laugh at you — you laugh at 
them. For not only does that one laugh best who laughs 
last, but he also has the best reason for laughing last. 





My Idea of God 


N THE first place, I have never seen Him in His One- 
Person. But I have seen Him in the many, and I have 
felt Him in my ME many times. 

To me God is something more than a Spirit, something 
more than a Superior Intelligence, something more than . 
a Father, something more than a Brother, something 
more than a Partner. He is everything of the best of 
everybody. 

My God really exists, however. He is very much in 
mystery, but He is very understandable, because every 
minutest flash of human feeling in the world is felt in His 


| heart and recorded. 


My God is divine, because everything good in you and 
me is Divine. And everything that He does is inspired, 
because everything done by Him in every one of us I 
believe to be inspired. 

There are a great many things that I do not under- 
stand about my God. But within that very fact lies my 
greatest faith in the rightness and the glory of the God 
in whom I believe. 

My idea of God is not one clothed in rich coverings 
and adorned with magnificent gems but, rather, one sim- 
ple and beautiful and gentle and strong. My God is no 
respecter of persons, because all that He sees and under- 
stands is the person in whom abides a heart. 

The God in whom I believe embodies the one and only 
requisite religion—the religion of Love. And Love, 
being an impartial affair and very personal, must neces- 
sarily reflect the character of Him who is Love! 
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An Office Boy 


have always been interested in office boys. I used to 
be one myself. I believe the office boy to be one of 
the greatest institutions on earth. 


He is not clogged with false ideas and stuck-together 


practicalities. 

The other day, in the directing room of a great corpora- 
tion, I watched an office boy. He came in to dust the 
directors’ table. He did not take his cloth and give that 
top three or four wild swings and then leave by the quick- 
est route. Carefully did he push the cloth across one 


surface, then back again, then carefully across and as 


carefully back again. 

Then he stood off and got his eyes upon every angle of 
that table until he was sure that it was dusted as well as 
it could be done. Then, he quietly left the room. 

I have been thinking about this particular chap ever 
since. I have forgotten all about the big directors and 
their fine leather chairs, but somehqw, I keep thinking 
about the ideas back in the head of that fellow, and I 
will bet one chance against a thousand that some day, he 
will be sitting in one of those leather chairs at that very 
table — or some table like it. 


There is romance about the life and work of an office | 


boy. As I think about it, I am happiest when I run back 
to my own office-boy days. I made up my mind then that 


the job of an office boy was a wonderful job — but the | 


jobs above were still more wonderful. 

Be good to your office boy. Take him into your con- 
fidence. Some day he may be working with you — in- 
stead of for you. 
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Work Through 


sip se is a saving power in the world —a something 

that follows us, that picks us up when we stumble, 
and that lifts our heads when they get too much in the 
habit of looking downward. 

This power is work! And its application is to work 
through. 

Many worry through, fret through, complain through. 
But the real rulers, the leaders, creators, dominators, 
doers — those who sow and reap and accumulate and 

leave something of worth and substance behind — work 
through. . 

It’s not the easiest way. Sometimes you have to go 
through stone walls — walls that look absolutely impos- 
sible and impassable. But there is a way to get through 
them. It’s to work through them. 

Work is a healer. Work is a bolsterer. Work is the 
sum and substance of what it pays to make life out of. 
When you are in doubt as to the best next move, get right 
down to some useful job—and by the time you have 
worked through it, the chances are that your vision will 
have cleared. Work through! 

While the year is young, while newer things are bud- 
ding, while so many are doing their best to make the 
world a little better and to even up what has been torn 
down through years of war and sorrow, you do your part 
—take the cue — work through. 





The Open Fireplace 


He” many things seem to shape up just like life. I 
write this little talk before an open fireplace. How 
like life it is! 

As the match is applied to the fine kindling and slender 
sticks, there is a bursting of flames and heat — like Youth. 
Then as the larger logs take their flames, there is an even- 
ness and intensity according to the quality of wood — 
like Early and Middle Life. Then there is a lessening’ 
of blazing heat and warmth, and soon simply a mass of 
coals — wonderful and remarkable, comforting and quiet 
and inspiring — like the end of a well-spent life. Then 
the ashes — into which every one of us, no matter of what 
moment, must disappear. 

Is not the simile beautiful ? 

I feel like talking to the Open Fireplace and thanking 
it for its warmth and kindness and love. For it seems - 
to give all of these — and more. 

And then I say to myself that I shall try to make my 
life like an open fireplace, so that people may be warmed 
and cheered by it and so go out themselves to warm and 
cheer. 

Somehow, I hope these little talks may in their way be 
Open Fireplaces to the souls of people — to you — who- 
ever you are and wherever you may be. Thank.you, 
Reader. ‘ 
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